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TRIGGER
WARNING
This content includes sensitive subjects 

of abuse and sexual assault. 

For all women.



For everyone here at Disgraceful, sharing 
this project with you is a bittersweet 
moment. Bittersweet because, whilst the 
women involved in bringing Unspoken 
to life have found solidarity in sharing 
their stories, we collectively ache for the 
97% of women who have a story to tell.

Unspoken is an anthology of lived 
experience and we hope by reading this 
publication that you are able to begin to 
find liberty from your own. We hope you 
are able to take away something, even if 
it’s only small, from the toolkit of articles, 
poetry, resources, and stories that we 
publish today. 

We want to create space for 
conversations, for your story to be told, 
because there is liberty in telling our 
stories and solidarity in supporting every 
and any woman who has a story to tell. 

Women shouldn’t have to live in fear of 
walking home alone at night. 

Women shouldn’t have to clutch their 
drinks to their chests whilst dancing with 
their friends. 

Women shouldn’t have to wear their keys 
between their fingers in anticipation of 
the worst. 

And women shouldn’t have to worry 
that these lived experiences will ever be 
invalidated by their peers. 

Unspoken is for every woman because we 
are speaking. I am speaking.
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FINDING
YOUR
VOICE.

Talking, or even thinking about talking to someone 
else about the abuse you have been subjected to can 
be frightening and challenging. You might not know 
where to start, how to approach the subject or you may 
be anxious about how people will react. All of this is 
perfectly normal so don’t worry. You’re not alone. 
Always remember that you are in control, it is your 
story and your life. You don’t have to tell them 
everything, even if you say very little, speaking might 
help to lighten the load and help you think about 
what you want to do next.

This guide will help you navigate your way through 
opening up and talking about the domestic abuse 
you have experienced recently or in the past, if you 
want to and if you feel ready, either to loved ones, an 
organisation, or the police. 

FINDING
YOUR
VOICE.

BY EMMA GILL

It is never, ever, your fault that you are being abused or 
hurt. You are not to blame for another person’s actions. 

Try not to invalidate your experience, the reality is that 
other people will have had it worse than you but that 
doesn’t mean that yours isn’t valid, or that you aren’t 
worth the help. It is and you are. No matter how trivial 
or minimal you may believe it to be, abuse is abuse and it 
has a lasting effect. You have the right to acknowledge it 
for what it is, talk about it and report it. 

Some of you will have tried to tell someone before but 
they might not have understood you, listened to you, 
or believed you, because they weren’t ready to accept 
this reality. Keep trying, just because one person didn’t 
believe you, doesn’t mean your experience is invalid, 
someone will believe you and support you. 

Discard the fear and negative thoughts 
that it is your fault, other people have had 
it worse and that no-one will believe you.01
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Talking about the abuse will be difficult, so make 
sure you are ready to talk about it. You need to be 
comfortable with it otherwise, you could bottle it, stop 
halfway through or sugar coat it. Don’t have to share all 
the intimate details if you don’t want too.

Practice grounding techniques and other methods of 
selfcare. This can help you; when we talk about trauma, 
we can trigger our brain, automatically sending you 
into trauma reaction mode. This activates the Stress 
Response System which takes you out of your rational 
mind where you process information and have some 
control, to your emotional mind where you are driven 
by emotions and impulses. By practicing grounding 
techniques and self-care, you are able to catch yourself 
before going fully into a trauma reaction, but it also 
helps you calm down when it does happen. This 
will allow you to feel calmer, safer, and comfortable, 
which is key.

The person you choose to talk to about the abuse is 
vital. It is important to choose someone that you feel 
you can trust.

The environment you choose to talk about the abuse in, 
is just as important as the people you choose to talk to. 
This safe space will be different for everyone. 

Some may find that they want to talk about it where 
they experienced it, to regain control; that is okay to do, 
it is a safe place. Some may choose to do it privately but 
outside, this allows them to feel free and not be confined 
in, it allows them to have broader sense of escape if 
needed; that is okay, it is a safe space. Some may choose 
to do it in a public place to help them feel more relaxed 
and in control; that is okay, it is a safe space. Find what 
will work for you and make you feel most comfortable. 

If you are talking to an organisation or the police, 
unfortunately you might not be able to choose a safe 
place that is specific to you, however, they are trained 
professionals and will accommodate your needs. 
It will be comfortable, private and anything you say 
will be confidential. They will make their own safe 
space for you. 

Make sure you are ready and comfortable 
talking about it. 

Make sure you are in a safe environment. 
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Get yourself a journal/notebook/diary and write your 
story. It can be incredibly painful to go back down that 
path again, to think about the abuse and the abuser and 
the thought of writing it down, having it visible and ‘out 
in the world’ can be frightening. But by writing it down, 
it could help you get the story out of your mind and 
lessen the control of the abuse and the abuser, that way 
it will take up less mental energy. You can also use it as a 
tool for sharing.

Planning out what you want to say or having your story 
on paper can help you share it with others. You could 
ask someone to read it in your notebook if you didn’t 
want to say it out loud. Having a plan of what you want 
to say can help you start and finish talking about it. 

Remember you don’t have to share all of the details if 
you don’t want too, you have control over how much you 
want to share. 

Practice sharing your story out loud, by standing in front 
of the mirror. You can read from your journal or you 
can just talk freely. The point is to become less anxious 
by talking about what’s going on, or what you have 
experienced and also learning what parts are the most 
distressing. By practicing in front of the mirror you can 
start to become desensitised to the emotional impacts of 
retelling your story which will make it easier to share. 

You don’t have to share all the intimate or painful details 
if you don’t want to but no matter what you share you 
do have to be honest, don’t down play what you have 
experienced. Don’t sugar coat your experience and/or 
the effect it has had on you and don’t offer excuses for 
your abuser. 

Plan it out. (If it will help you)

Practice saying it out loud. (If you want to)

Tell the truth, don’t sugar coat it.
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The most nerve-racking part of telling someone about 
the abuse and your experience, will be their reaction.

This is most likely to come into play when you are telling 
friends, family or someone who cares about you and 
you them. The process will be emotional and difficult 
for you and for those that you tell. No matter how the 
person you tell reacts, don’t invalidate their emotions 
or feelings, and give them time to talk and process their 
feelings as well as the information. 

They may feel anger towards the abuser, towards the 
situation as a whole or anger at themselves that they 
didn’t see what was happening. They may feel sad 
that you were in that situation, that you were put in a 
position that you couldn’t tell them about it until now. 
Reassure them that you are okay now, or that you have a 
plan on how to escape. Also let them know what YOU 
would like to do next. 

They may put pressure on you to inform the police or 
leave the relationship (if you haven’t already), remember 
that it is YOUR choice. You don’t have to talk to the 
police until you are ready, and that is if you even want 
to. You also don’t have to leave the relationship until you 
are ready, it is a scary thing, and you may need time to 
figure things out. 

If they react badly and say don’t believe you. This is the 
toughest and scariest outcome. Handle it with dignity. 
Unfortunately, some people won’t believe you, that is 
not your fault, and it doesn’t invalidate your feelings and 
experience. The person you told may not be willing to 
face what has happened or what you have told them for 
their own personal reasons. If someone doesn’t believe 
you, don’t be ashamed or scared that no one will ever 
believe you, because you will find that person, so please 
keep trying! 

Another most common response will be for the person 
you confide in to ask questions. The most emotional 
ones are likely to come into play when you are telling 
friends or family or someone who cares about you and 
you them. The questions they ask could be difficult to 
answer and you may find yourself getting frustrated, 
try to remember that they are trying to process it, 
understand it and deal with in their own way. Ensure 
you answer any questions, in a way that helps them fully 
understand the gravity and the whole situation. 

Here are some possible questions and things to 
remember if you have to answer them:

Why didn’t you tell me?

The question is perhaps the hardest. You may have felt 
ashamed, or trapped by your abuser, scared of their 
reactions or something else, so you didn’t tell them 
before now. That is okay. Remember you have nothing 
to be ashamed about! 

Be prepared for possible reactions.  

Be prepared for questions.
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Why didn’t you leave?

It is not your fault, that you didn’t leave before now 
or before you did. You were trapped by your abuser, 
made to feel and/or be dependant on them, under their 
controlling and manipulative behaviour. You may have 
been unsure whether it was abuse in the first place, that 
is okay. You may have stayed longer to protect your 
child/children or another person, that is okay too. You 
may have felt ashamed, that is okay (you have nothing 
to be ashamed about). You may have thought that the 
relationship would improve, that you could help your 
abuser, that is okay too. Remember it is always your 
choice to leave an abuser. 

Were they drunk?

Being intoxicated by any substance is not an excuse. 

Why did you let it happen?

You didn’t. It is not your fault. Remember, it was out of 
your control, you don’t make another person abusive, it 
is their choice. 

Talking about the abuse, revisiting your traumatic 
experience, and dealing with other’s reactions will be 
draining, emotionally and physically, so make sure you 
look after yourself afterwards. Find the best strategy 
to help you cope with your emotions, but always 
acknowledge them. Talk them through with someone 
else. Write them down on paper, then set it on fire. Go 
for a run (or a walk). Watch your favourite movie or TV 
show. Listen to your music on top volume and have a 
dance party. Soak in a nice relaxing bath. Have fun with 
your pet/s. Whatever you do, be kind to yourself. 
You deserve it. 

Take time for self-care afterwards.09
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LOST 
AT SEA

His fingertips felt like ice,
disturbing the warmth of my body,
betraying its temperature.
The grip of his hands were like knives,
digging into my skin,
dragging me in close,
making me shiver in discomfort.
 
 
Those icy eyes, staring into mine,
freezing my body still.
The breath from his lips as he tells me to ‘shh’,
felt like a cold, unexpected breeze,
prickling over the fear in my face.

BY JEN BROGAN

 
 
His weight upon me,
hit me like an iceberg,
slamming into my ship,
breaking down it’s functions,
until I could no longer move.
My ship seizes up; still in the water,
stranded in the cold.
 
 
He takes full control,
steering my ship wherever he pleases,
taking over it completely,
owning it, owning me,
until every inch of warmth in me disappears,
giving in to his icy waters.
 
The cold makes me whimper,
I stutter words of pain to him,
but he doesn’t stop the freeze.
My body rejects his demands,
and he gets angry.
The bite of the air bruises my body,
turns it dark and deep in colour,
until it stings too much to move.
 
 
Still driving my ship wherever he pleases
taking no care of it’s beauitful frame,
he nearly reaches his destination.
Just a little longer,
I hold my breath with hope;
hope that I’ll be warm again soon.
 
 
He’s finally finished.
My body is shaking.
as he runs away from my ship,
and hides in the disguise of the night,
still frozen in the position he left me in,
and all I can think of,
in the deep wonder of my thoughts;
will I ever be warm again?

LOST 
AT SEA
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STORIES OF
WOMANHOOD

SUBMITTED BY DISGRACEFUL READERS

Every story of sexual assault should feel black and white, 
but it doesn’t. There’s blurred lines between what was 
consent and what wasn’t, but at the end of the day, it is 
black and white - no victim blaming, no guilty tripping, 
no “he said” “she said”, no “what were you wearing?” or 
“why were you out so late?” or “they were asking for it” 
someone there that day decided to commit a crime and 
rape someone, end of discussion. 

Here is my story. 
I was on a night out, celebrating my 20th birthday, just 
me and my flatmate. We often would consensually hook 
up with guys on night’s out - we are allowed to, but this 
one was different. 

I was a bit too drunk, a bit too wasted, a bit too out of 
it to be hooking up with someone and at the end of the 
night my flatmate had paired off with someone and left 
me to decide whether I wanted to third wheel and head 
back with them or, go back with this guy who said he’d 
pay for my taxi home later on. 

I didn’t go back home with my flatmate because I 
didn’t want to have to hear them have sex so I agreed to 
stay with this other guy for a while before heading back 
- quite innocently, no expectations. He said he had to go 
to London early the next morning so we weren’t going 
to stay up late or anything, everything seemed okay 
to me.

I hadn’t shown an interest in this guy at all, in fact I 
thought he was gay he said “I’ll look after her and pay for 
her taxi”, pulling out all the “nice guy” vibes, he did seem 
like a nice guy and so naively I played along, student me 
was thinking “free taxi, yes please!”

As soon as we got back to his flat I fell asleep on his bed. 
Then, I felt him he undo my jeans and rape me. I woke 
up and he said “I knew you weren’t really asleep”, I felt 
disgusted and wanted to leave immediately. It was as 
though he had taken the offer of the “free taxi” home as 
an invitation into my pants. 

I waited for the uber he had booked for me, it was 
literally like the payment of my taxi home had paid for 

AUTHOR NAME
KATE LESLEY
AINSWORTH
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what he had done to me, as though I owed it to him and 
now he was keeping his end of the deal. 

I can’t remember if I waited for the uber inside with 
him but all I know is I fled as soon as I could, I felt so 
disorientated and dissociated from what had happened, 
where I was, trying to take everything in that had just 
happened. I felt like the whole world knew what had 
happened, the Uber driver knew, “he knows what you 
have just done” as though I was the guilty party. I am 
usually so talkative to taxi drivers but this time I was 
dead silent. I felt flushed like I knew something bad had 
happened and just wanted to get as far away from the 
situation as possible.

I was so annoyed at my friend for leaving me in a 
vulnerable position, more annoyed at her than the guy 
who had raped me. This was the second time something 
like this had happened whilst on a night out with her. 
Both times I was raped I had been in a relationship and 
it messed with my head, the first time it happened, my 
girlfriend at the time accused me of cheating and I 
didn’t eat for a week. I felt so horrified with myself for 
letting it happen. 

The first time I had, again, found myself too drunk and 
in bed with another guy. Coming home the next day 
leaving their hotel room still trying to stop myself from 
throwing up from drinking too much the night before. 
This felt less obvious to me as rape, I had been throwing 
up, agreed to go back to a hotel room and had slept 
in the same bed as this guy, whilst in a relationship - it 
doesn’t sound good does it? But again, I had shown no 
interest in him, he started kissing me and I just pulled 
away not knowing what to do but eventually kissed him 
back because I didn’t know what else to do. 

I turned away at some point because I just wanted to 
sleep and he pressed himself into me from behind, I 
just wanted to sleep but it felt good, that’s where the 
confusion lies. It confused me so much that my body 
had reacted in such a way and yet my brain wanted 
nothing to do with him or the situation. I really felt like 
I had “asked for it”, I had put myself in that situation, 
gone back with him, got into bed with him, stayed 
over; I hadn’t had the capacity to take myself home 

because I just joined my flatmate in the taxi hoping we 
were going home. I hadn’t felt like I had cheated but I 
didn’t feel violated either. I told my girlfriend and she 
screamed at me and broke up with me right there and 
then. That hurt more than anything, that something bad 
had happened to me and I was being blamed, I blamed 
myself too. 

The day after the guy found me on social media and 
had contacted me. It felt really weird. No one had ever 
gone to such effort to contact me before. Maybe he was 
interested, but deep down I knew it was to make sure 
I didn’t say anything. Turns out he was quite famous 
and would get really in trouble if any press found out, 
obviously he could lose his job and so, when I said “Do 
you not think it might have been nonconsensual?” - he 
said he was contacting his agent as a precaution in case I 
spoke out. I never did.

He acted really nice to make me stay silent so that I 
thought he was genuine but he was just trying to cover 
his back. That had been the first time something like 
that had happened to me and it felt less like rape but the 
second time it happened it was much worse and I knew. 

There are varying degrees, it is not black and white. 
It isn’t attacking a girl in an alley and her trying to get 
away. It can be anything, anyone, that makes you feel 
uncomfortable and it is never your fault for “putting 
yourself in that situation” because men should be able 
to keep it in their pants and not take advantage of 
intoxicated women who don’t know any better. Any 
self-respecting person would treat another human with 
decency, or so you would think, and so I thought, I 
thought wrong.

“He acted really nice to make 
me stay silent so that I thought 
he was genuine but he was just 
trying to cover his back”
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My ex boyfriend was my first. My first boyfriend. My 
first sexual experience. My first rapist. We would have 
sex all the time, most of it non consensual as I really 
don’t have a high sex drive and once a week is enough 
for me, but his was far higher. It would always come 
when we were ‘going to sleep’. He’d spoon me and then 
move onto me and from there as it was easy access. I’d 
just freeze and dissociate, make sure I was in a position 
where he couldn’t see my face and just wait it out until 
he was done. This was for almost the entirety of our two 
year relationship. It came the same way almost every 
time unless we were in a car or at a festival. That’s when 
he’d say our sex was very in tune with BDSM and use 
that as an excuse to restrain my hands and choke my 
throat. The only way I had the courage to get out of that 
relationship is when I moved 250 miles away and did it 
online over video chat. Not before he sent me a birthday 
present and had bought bondage ropes thinking it 
would add something good to our sex life. Needless 
to say I sent it back to him in the post and I thought 
that was that. The fear came back when my best friend 
mentioned he’d been sniffing around her and seemed 
interested. Red flags were up everywhere and I was 
terrified for her. He asked her out after I told him not 
to, luckily she said no and doesn’t quite know to this day 
why I was so defensive about it. That’s the last time I 
ever spoke to him, and I’m glad I was able to move 
away to move on.

AUTHOR NAME
ANON I was with a boy who made me his whole world. Never 

paid for a thing, always had drinks and someone to 
drive us and designer things. I adored him, as much as 
any 18 year old can. My mum told me to be careful and 
I laughed. This boy had money and beauty and charm, 
why did I need to be careful?

One day, we got home from a day trip to London, 
where he’d bought lunch, trinkets and train tickets. I 
had offered and begged to pay but he never let me - and 
being the broke girl I was, I never pushed it. Once 
home, he got undressed and told me to get in bed. I 
wasn’t a virgin, but he made me feel like one. I told 
him I was tired and didn’t want to do anything, and he 
relented. I breathed a sigh of relief and climbed into bed, 
ready for a film and a cuddle. His hands never stayed 
still. They were everywhere, firm and harsh, pushing me 
until suddenly he was inside me. I hadn’t even realised 
he or I were naked before it happened. 

Afterwards, I told myself I enjoyed it. It was 
spontaneous and exciting - like him. Yet,  from that 
day on every time I thought about sex, I cried. 

I stayed with him, because the charm kept me there. 
He still caressed my hands and cheeks like he meant it, 
still took me out and showed me off. Still took what he 
wanted behind closed doors. Yet I never called it what 
it was, because I never considered it that way. I didn’t 
fight back or scream, and he didn’t punch or yell. It 
would just happen and then we’d lie in bed in silence, 
him playing FIFA and me stewing in guilt.

The event that truly made me realise what was 
happening was one night after the pub. His fitness had 
driven us there, four of us in the car laughing and having 
genuine fun. Me and him in the back. He reached 
behind my head to stroke my hair and I leaned into 
the touch. Then the touch became firmer, and harder, 
until my head was in his lap and his flies were open. 
His friends turned around and stared, and I pressed 
back against his hand hard as I could, but his hand was 
immovable. I didn’t say anything, because I didn’t want 
to draw any further attention. So I let it happen. 

AUTHOR NAME
MB
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The most humiliating, regretful experience of my entire 
life. In front of people I considered friends, who I cut 
ties with that evening. I could barely look at their names 
when messages flashed up on my phone.

He broke up with me, funnily enough, when I went to 
university and he stayed at home. I wasn’t “accessible” to 
him anymore. I cried for days, and I still don’t know if it 
was sadness or relief that made me cry.

I told my mum three years later. She cried but I didn’t, 
because it was my fault - I never said anything to stop it, 
or fought back. I let it happen because it meant that the 
next day he’d be extra gentle or extra loving. 

It affected me for a long time. I threw myself at any boy 
who showed interest because I thought it would make 
me more desirable as a girlfriend: “Look at me, I’ll do 
anything you want!” The reality was that I was putting 
my power in their hands. Sleeping with everyone 
because it was my decision, not theirs. And suddenly 
the names he’d called me, ‘slut’ and ‘white’, became real. 
That’s exactly what I was, because he’d made me one. I 
hated myself and him. 

It took a long time to feel better, and I still get flashes 
of those guilty feelings now. But I can move on. I even 
reached out to one of the friends in the car that night, 
and he offered his extreme regrets for not stepping in 
that night. We had a really long talk and he’s a close 
friend now. But he still didn’t say anything at the time, 
and he was one of the few people who had power in that 
situation. There were four people in that car, and three 
of them had power. I didn’t.

This is why it’s so important for young girls to recognise 
the power imbalance in certain relationships, because I 
didn’t, and it took me years to see it.

“I still get flashes of those guilty 
feelings now. But I can move on”

I was 16, sat at the bus stop waiting for the next bus 
home from college, it was 1pm and I’d finished early. It 
was very quiet and no one else was around. This guy 
came and sat next to me and I thought nothing of it. He 
started to try and talk to me and I had my lanyard on and 
my artfolder so he knew my name. He kept harassing me 
saying he was going to go with me and find out where I 
live and my Facebook etc and wouldn’t leave me alone. 
Then he kept putting his hand on my leg and saying 
suggestive things. I told him I was waiting for a friend 
and to get off me, everytime I moved away he edged 
closer. Then, he grabbed my lanyard and wouldn’t let 
go, grabbed my boob and tried to put his hands down 
my pants and continued to hold on. I kept calling for 
help but no one was around. Everytime I fought back 
his aggression towards me grew and things just got 
worse. After what felt like forever, I finally managed to 
break free and I ran off up some escalators and to others 
places where I knew security cameras would be, just in 
case he did follow me. He did. He followed me for a bit 
but I was running whilst crying. I went back to college 
to meet my friend and she took me to her form tutor 
because I was scared he was stalking me after what he’d 
said. I was crying so much. Her tutor’s first question to 
me was regarding my clothing rather than my welfare, 
which I found deeply concerning. She asked “What 
were you wearing?”, having the audacity to perpetutate 
rape culture on 16-year-old me, who had been wearing a 
baggy jumper and jeans, minding my own business - not 
that that should even matter. The police even had to 
take my clothes, it was horrible and all very clinical.

AUTHOR NAME
ANON
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I was working in a pub when I was 13/14 and would 
often get comments from older men about being pretty, 
always leaving me walking away feeling uncomfortable 
and with a disgusted look on my face. One day, one 
man who was around 30 was in, and again  commenting 
on my looks and then putting his arm around me. My 
manager (she was late 20s) told him to get off me; he 
didn’t stop until he was warned to stop by another man, 
but by that time he had already gropped my bum.

I worked in a small, local convenience shop over 
lockdown. I was very flexible in my working hours, so I 
often worked a later shift, between 6pm and 10pm. Over 
a few weeks, I started to gain a bit of attention from a 
customer, who would often compliment and appear 
to come into the shop just to see me. I didn’t think 
anything of it, I’m a bit of a pushover and usually over 
accommodating so I just didn’t see it as a problem. After 
a while, he started asking when I finished work, where I 
lived etc and found me on Facebook. I told my manager 
that wearing my name tag at work made me feel 
uncomfortable because it was obvious that he was able 
to find me on Facebook, something that the other young 
girls I worked with said had happened to them quite 
often. They said it was company policy and if I refused 
to wear my name tag it would be seen as the shop failing 
to comply with the policies. I dropped the issue. Then 
one evening, I was alone on the shop floor. The man 
came in around 8pm, it was dark outside, and stood in 
the middle of the shop floor. I had to walk around him 
to get to the till and as I walked behind him, he turned 
around and began stroking my face. I managed to push 
him off me and served him to get him out of the shop 
asap but he showed little remorse or acknowledgement 
for how uncomfortable I felt. I know that this is not a 
particularly violent example of harassment or assault, 
but I know that every other incident with this man led 
up to that moment and I felt as if I was being preyed 
upon by him. I told my manager and he showed 
concern. The man was banned from the shop but even 
now I have to cross the street when I see him because 
he’s staring at me or approaching me.

AUTHOR NAME
ANON

AUTHOR NAME
SOPHIE

When I was 11, I was in scouts and the only girl in my 
group and so, was surrounded by young hormonal boys 
who often voiced their obsession with having a girl in 
the group. We went on a scout camp where we had to 
sleep in homemade tents in a forest for the weekend. 
On the second night, a collection of us separated from 
the main group and built a campfire. We played truth 
or dare, and the whole time I was hyper aware of a boy 
a couple of years older than me taking an interest in me. 
I was a kid, and very excited about being part of the 
“cool kids” that I tried to ignore it and just enjoy myself. 
The boys were older than me and made a lot of sexual 
comments about some of the few girls at the camp and 
generally making crude remarks that as an eleven year 
old, made me very uncomfortable and confused. 

During truth of dare, somebody asked the boy who had 
been watching me (let’s call him N) to touch my boob. I 
said no and told him to come nowhere near me, and told 
the boys that I was uncomfortable about this situation, 
but everyone just laughed and fortunately, moved on. 
A bit later, N started lurking around behind me and 
coming across as a bit shady. I kept asking him what he 
was doing and he just told me to ‘relax’ and just ‘have a 
bit of fun’. I tried to ignore him but then, a little while 
later I felt him come up behind me claiming that he’d 
dared to touch my hair. I tried to move away from him 
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but seeing as he was bigger than me, he reached into my 
top and grabbed my boob. I’d always been very insecure 
about having bigger boobs than my friends as a kid and 
this just hammered it home to me. 

I was scared of growing up and experiencing being 
sexualised and this made me just want to crawl into a 
ball and die on the spot. I felt disgusting, and the worst 
part is everyone around me thought it was hilarious 
and praised N for doing it. At the time, I just tried to 
repress it and never spoke about it to anyone who hadn’t 
been there. 

The story was dragged out of my unconscious over the 
summer last year when a close friend of mine mentioned 
that she was getting a bit of attention from a boy with 
the same name. She said she’d met up with him a couple 
of times. When pubs reopened, the same boy started 
to reappear and to my horror, it was the same boy. She 
told me that she didn’t see him romantically and only 
saw him to stop him from bothering her, but things 
progressed and she got very close with him. Every now 
and then she’d call me to tell me about something weird 
or emotionally manipulative he’d said to her, until one 
day she said that ex-girlfriends of his had told her that he 
was often violent and manipulative during sex. She told 
me that she’d heard that he was forceful during sex with 
other girls and if they ever said no to sex he’d find a way 
of emotionally manipulating her into sleeping with him. 

My friend claimed that these stories came from “his 
crazy ex” who he’d broken up with because of issues 
that she had caused, despite the fact that a lot of his 
behaviour towards her reflected the stories she’d 
been told. I hate that this narrative about “crazy ex-
girlfriends” exists and that so often it is used to excuse 
the shitty things guys do. As well, I 100% maintain that 
his dangerous behaviour surrounding women and sex, 
stems from the environment that he grew up in. If it 
wasn’t normalised that boys can behave this way to girls, 
I really feel that sexual violence towards girls would 
be reduced. I told my friend that I’d had this weird 
encounter with him, but she dismissed it as us just being 
silly kids. I felt victim blamed, and it was as if she didn’t 
believe me over him, the way she didn’t believe his ex.

The first time I experienced sexual abuse, I was 17 years 
old. I had met this guy I was talking to online for the 
first time in person. I really liked him and I didn’t want 
to embarrass myself in front of him. We decided to go to 
a park to hang out and talk for a while. I was cuddling 
him and then he told me he wanted to see my vagina and 
asked me if I wanted to see his penis. I didn’t want to 
upset him by saying no and to be seen as inexperienced 
as this was my first boyfriend. So he guilt tripped me 
into showing him my vagina even though I didn’t 
want to do it. He forced me to look at his penis and 
rubbed my vagina with it. After that happened I felt so 
uncomfortable and used as he didn’t want to talk to me 
after that and blocked me on social media. I experienced 
depression and suicidal thoughts for months and still to 
this day I am still struggling.
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I started to get attention when puberty started to kick 
off at 15. I felt privileged and powerful being sexualised 
but now I’ve realised how much it’s fucked with my logic 
and reasoning.

My first boyfriend at 16 was 20, and I thought I was 
special, when in reality, let’s face it, it was wrong. I lost 
my virginity to him and I regret it. The next guy I saw 
was also considerably older and I didn’t want to tell him 
‘no’ after flirting with him for so long, so I laid there so 
deeply uncomfortable, whilst he finished. 

Since then, I have come to realise that I cannot 
distinguish attraction, appreciation, and sexualisation, 
all because I forced myself into things thinking ‘this is 
what people do’. My perspective, even now at 20 years 
old, is completely distorted because of an obsession 
with sex and appealing to men. I’m not blaming men 
completely, but I was not being told to do otherwise by 
anybody, instead maybe being encouraged. Even when 
I’m walking in the street wearing vests and jeans, I get 
gawped at by hoards of men, even once being stopped 
by some men outside a pub as they asked me for my bra. 
I’m begging you, don’t do anything unless every single 
thing about you says yes. 
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Don’t let people 
pressure you 
into anything. 
Discourage 
sexualisation at 
a young age and 
save the younger 
generations 
from this fucking 
nightmare.
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I was in my first house in London, a warehouse, which 
meant lots of people living there (about 15 at one point). 
We all got along really well and it was a really safe 
environment to live, share things and be creative. We 
had regular parties and they got a bit mad sometimes 
(as expected) but we always had fun. One party in 
particular, I was pretty drunk (amongst other things) 
when one of my housemates invited me upstairs for 
a “top up”. He was a bit older than me, well into his 
30s and he was from France. I felt a bit weird going 
by myself so I told my other male housemate to come 
with me as I was super close with him (he’s now my 
boyfriend). The French guy gave us both “something” 
that I felt familiar with taking but almost instantly I felt 
wavy and a little delirious which was unwelcome and 
quite worrying. I spoke to my friend who also took it 
and he had the same experience which made me think 
we were given something dodgy. It gets super blurry 
from then and almost black out but I remember coming 
too and we were having sex. I don’t remember how 
it started and I definitely didn’t feel comfortable. He 
penetrated my anus without asking and I was really out 
of it so didn’t do much. At one point I felt in control 
and somehow that made me feel like I had consented 
(without actually saying it) which felt horrible because 
the guilt that came after and still to this day is enough 
for me to not believe myself. He made me watch porn 
whilst we were having sex, I’m not sure why. I left once 
he fell asleep because I was a little paralysed, I couldn’t 
find my clothes so I threw on a jacket of his and ran to 
my room and have never spoken to him again since. 
The hardest thing was seeing him around the house for 
another few months before he moved out. I still feel sick 
thinking about it, and it’s not something I can ever erase 
from my mind.
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From a very young age it was drilled into me that what 
I wore was important. I was told I needed to be covered 
otherwise I would get the wrong attention. By a young 
age I mean probably 7? 8? I was told to no longer hug 
male family members when greeting them as it was 
inappropriate. It became more “inappropriate” as I 
began to go through puberty really young, developing 
boobs earlier and then started my period when I was 9. 

Because it was drilled into me that everything I do, 
wear or say influences what other people do or say about 
me, I was sexually assaulted by a male cousin who was 
only a year older than me, and for the next 5 years I have 
never said anything to anyone. Because I would always 
be reprimanded about what I wore, I was terrified that 
there would be more restrictions placed on me, or I’d be 
kicked out for bringing shame onto the family and for 
causing a problem in the family. 

When I was 21, I met my current partner who is the 
opposite of the person who abused me. He’s helped me 
work through a lot of things caused by this. 
I’m 23 now and am realising the lasting effects. I feel 
extremely uncomfortable and repulsed when someone in 
my family touches me. Whether they’re male or female. 
I only hug my mum maybe a handful of times a year. As 
I’m at the “age of marrying” my parents are encouraging 
me to get married but the thought makes me sick. My 
parents want an arranged marriage, but as they didn’t 
even know about that experience I cannot come to trust 
them enough to pick someone who I’d be safe with. (As 
dramatic as that sounds). 

The person who sexually abused me is now getting 
married, and because of Covid I haven’t had to see 
him and now all the conversations are surrounding his 
wedding next year. When my mum saw I didn’t want 
to be involved at all she asked what am I going to do to 
be involved. I said I don’t know but honestly, my heart 
was breaking at her just asking me what I (specifically 
me) was going to do. Her next response confirmed that 
she never believed me? Or chose to ignore me and what 
I went through? Or just didn’t care enough about me. 
She said “maybe you need to put it in the past. Leave 
the past in the past. If you don’t want to do that what do 
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you want to do?”  I need to put the sexual abuse behind 
me so she can go to and be very involved in her nephews 
wedding, without me causing any problems.

So that’s what I’ve done. 

I have put it in the past. I’ve let go of all my worries, all 
the hurt. I’ve just gotten over all my trauma. Dead easy. 
I don’t know why I never thought of it before.  The sad 
thing is I have put it in the past. I’ve put everything in 
the past. I’ve put what I’ve been taught about family and 
what I had been taught about morals and values behind 
me in the past. 

My family means a lot to me but I’m learning that they’re 
not everything. I have learnt from friends and women 
supporting women groups and social media that I 
shouldn’t apologise for being me. I should be allowed 
to say what I want and wear what I want without 
being abused. 

He is a person that sexually abuses people. It wasn’t my 
fault. There’s nothing I could have done to prevent it. 
It’s never the victim’s fault.

It’s not your fault
It’s not your fault
It’s not your fault
It’s not your fault
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I have always found my story very difficult to tell. In my 
life I have experienced sexual assault on many occasions. 
As a matter of fact, it happens so frequently that I had 
‘normalised’ it in my own mind; it was part of my life and 
I accepted that it is something that happens to women. 
However, I did not and cannot accept that it happened 
to me at the hands of my boyfriend. My relationship 
with my ex boyfriend began when I was about 17. 
At first it was great, I was young and I felt loved by 
someone for the first time. The excitement of something 
new masked the reality of a person/relationship that 
could cause me harm. It was the perfect set up for the 
abusive relationship that followed. 

It did not take long for him to start hitting me. In fact, 
it took even less time for him to start sexually assaulting 
me. I would like to pretend that I was young and naive 
but the reality of it was that I knew the way he treated 
me was wrong. I guess when you experience assault 
on a daily basis you become numb to the severity of it; 
in many ways you expect it to happen. I disappeared 
entirely. I felt as though my whole identity was to be his 
girlfriend and if I did something to oppose this, then I 
got what I deserved. After 2 years of abuse I began to 
push back. He didn’t like this, and so, he took everything 
he could. I woke up to him raping me. 
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“I wonder how many women have 
been unable to tell their story 
because the assaulter was their 
partner. I hope that telling my 
story might help.”

I don’t want to write about the details, I feel as though 
it would be wasted energy. All that I can say is my 
boyfriend physically, mentally and sexually assaulted me 
for 3 years of my life. I remember being asked by a friend 

‘but how can your boyfriend rape you?’. This person 
is no longer my friend but those words have forever 
followed me. I wonder how many women have been 
unable to tell their story because the assaulter was their 
partner. I hope that telling my story might help. 

This narrative is not a first of its kind. Since leaving this 
relationship I have heard many similar stories. I wish 
that I had heard them whilst it was happening. Maybe 
this would have encouraged me to end it sooner. I regret 
that I didn’t end it sooner. I hope that someone might 
read this and realise, yes your boyfriend can rape you. 
Sexual assault is not just something that happens on the 
street or when you are drunk. It is real and can happen 
in the place you are supposed to feel most safe. 

This is the first time I have ever written about my 
experience. It is not easy to relive this part of my life. I 
don’t and will not let this define me. All I hope is that 
I can encourage other women to feel the same. Rape 
should not be a defining moment in our lives and as 
women we don’t need to make it a defining moment. 
The defining moment is right now. It is this moment, 
in which I share my story with the hope of helping 
someone else.
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I always felt that because I’d been sexually assaulted/
harassed more than once, that there must be something 
wrong with me. I felt I was a useless disposable human, 
clearly deserving to be punished. 

The first main issue I remember was with a chef in the 
restaurant I worked at when I was 15 and he was 31. 
He used to constantly make comments about my body 
and let his penis brush past me at work. I felt really 
uncomfortable but I already had rock bottom confidence 
and thought I probably looked slutty or something, so 
my bad. It escalated til one day he literally shut me in 
a walk in fridge with him and started touching me and 
pushing against me. I fought to get out and he laughed 
telling me he was just playing and not to be a bitch. 
I left that job.

I had a few similar experiences in nearly every job I 
worked in and when I was 17 I was properly raped on 
holiday by a lad I had kissed, who basically told me I’d 
been asking for it walking around in a bikini and short 
skirts (30 degree heat in Majorca). I wish so bad that 
I had access to all the info we have now, I would have 
known it wasn’t me, I was never asking for it and that 
sadly, it’s very common. These men, particularly the 
rapist but all in some way have completely stripped me 
of confidence. I’m now pushing 40 and still cover up all 
year round, I just struggled to get out of the headspace 
that I just look like a whore and I’m still scared it’ll 
happen again. I have recently built up more confidence 
and finally feel myself, it’s so important to talk about this 
and to know that we can wear what we want, go where 
we want and do what we want, it’s not us in the wrong, 
it’s them.
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The earliest I can remember being catcalled is age 12, 
walking to school, by men in a white van. To them it 
was fun, I’ve been cautious of white vans ever since. 

I’ve been touched inappropriately on nights out, at the 
pubs men physically move me out the way with their 
hands on my waist. I’d never do this to them, and I’ve 
never seen a man do this to another man, they ask them 
politely to move. 

I’ve slept in the same bed as a man and he has touched 
me inappropriately. When I asked him to stop, he just 
ignored me and kept going. 

These are just some of my experiences and every woman 
I know has a story like mine. It’s not all men, but it is 
some, and some is too many.
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It was on a night out. My last clear memory is from in 
the taxi on the way to the nightclub. I was drunk, but no 
more drunk than usual. A lot of what I know from the 
night is what I’ve been told.
 
I was kicked out of the nightclub for being too drunk 
and a friend went to the bouncer to ask why. She was 
confused.  “I’m more drunk than she is,” she’d said. The 
bouncer threatened to kick her out too. She didn’t want 
to leave as it was only half past twelve, so she put me 
in a taxi, gave me her keys and told the taxi driver her 
address. Then, she went back into the club. The taxi 
didn’t take me anywhere. I don’t know whether I got out 
of the taxi myself or whether they refused, or something 
else – someone else. 

I have hazy memories of being in the city centre. It was 
only the next day that I could remember running away 
and slipping down a set of stairs. I could feel a numb 
lingering of the pain. It was like I had no control of 
myself. I had lost my phone somewhere along the way 
and someone had phoned my friend when they’d found 
it. Realising I hadn’t arrived at her house, she left the 
nightclub and came to find me. At this point, I had 
slept, and I could grasp my memories more concretely. 
I walked back to hers barefoot, the cold rushing up my 
bare legs. When she found me, my skirt was undone. 
I had lost her keys. My pants were gone, and I never 
found them.

In the morning she tried to laugh about it, I tried to 
laugh about it.  Wild night. But I felt terrible, worse 
than a hangover, I was filled with anxiety and my body 
felt weak. I hid the bruises on my legs.
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My friend was able to phone someone who could access 
the CCTV from the area I had been in as she tried to 
trace her keys. She asked them what had happened to 
me, but they said they could only tell me if the police 
were involved. They said something that suggests there 
was someone with me. They said where I lost my stuff 
was suspicious. All they said was “we can tell your friend 
was really out of it.”

I feel sick whenever I think about it. I think I’m still 
mad at my friend, at the other people I was with who 
didn’t care. At all the people who turned a blind eye. 
But mainly at myself. I spent a lot of time apologising to 
other people about that night.

Not knowing exactly what happened fills me with 
a constant state of dread. I worry that one day the 
repressed memories will surface, but I don’t know if I 
want them to. If I’d be able to handle that.

I was working in a pub when two middle aged Indian 
men came in. Mind that the pub that I worked at was 
in Canary Wharf, surrounded by banks. I was serving 
those two customers and when I brought their food 
to the table, one of them said “now you can feed me 
with your hands” and started introducing me to his 
acquaintances at the pub as his “wife”!!! I was shocked 
and disgusted, to say the least. That man would not 
leave me alone, even though I expressed that I was 
uncomfortable. I had to tell him that I would call the 
police if he talked to me again, especially because he 
kept coming back to the pub and trying to talk to me. 

Another thing was men constantly touching my waist, 
hands, shoulders, hugging me without my permission 
for some reason while I am working. Trying to get my 
number, asking where I lived, do I have a boyfriend and 
getting upset and angry when I refuse to disclose my 
personal life to them.

“I feel sick whenever I think about 
it. I think I’m still mad at my 
friend, at the other people I was 
with who didn’t care.”
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When I was 17 I worked at a bowling alley of which 
the managerial team were all men. This wasn’t an issue 
for the first 3 months I worked there, it wasn’t until a 
manager from another branch began to work alongside 
me that I was sexually harassed. It started off light with 
objectifying comments about my bum and boobs. 

Then once the new manager started, another 2 joined in. 
They all began to comment on my body, asking about 
my sex life and then, started making comments on how 
they could satisfy me more than my boyfriend. At first I 
ignored it, I needed a job and I was saving for uni and 
couldn’t risk complaints about the managers. Their 
comments then escalated into bum pinching/slapping 
and sometimes even grabbing my breasts, but only 
where the cameras couldn’t catch it. 

The last straw was when I took a tray of dirty glasses 
into the wash, it was a room separate from the anywhere 
in the centre and there was only one unlocked door. I 
had walked in and 2 of the managerial staff followed 
behind me. One said “oh look what a great threesome”, I 
nervously laughed and tried to walk toward the door but 
the other was standing in the way. They both laughed 
and started talking about how great a threesome would 
be, they began walking towards me. As I said “no, now 
let me get on” they both started unbuckling their belt 
and walking towards me. I froze in fear and didn’t know 
what to do. I was so lucky that someone called for both 
managers over the radio and I was able to push passed 
them. On the same shift I was asked to stay for a few 
more hours, I did because I needed the money. I was at 
the bar serving customers, in front of customers one of 
the managers from earlier decided to grab and squeeze 
my bum. It wasn’t any different to normal but because of 
the events in the washroom I stormed out. 

That same night I emailed the general manager (also a 
man). In my next shift I sat with the general manager 
to discuss what happened. Once I told him the story 
he gaslighted me and corrected me on the events. He 
told me that I was taking it too seriously and I shouldn’t 
be so sensitive. He told me that they were just messing 
around and I should avoid them, that I should leave 
them alone. He removed me from the situation rather 
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than fixing the problem. My hours were then cut 
because I had to work around the managers’ schedules. 

I then approached HR and reported the whole team. 
Instead of them being sacked or punished they were 
offered a higher paying job somewhere else. Before HR 
could do anything the general manager secured himself 
and the 3 managers a new higher paying job. 1 week 
before they left, HR contacted the general manager to 
tell him they will be investigating. The general manager 
warned the men and told them to find a new job or they 
would become a “victim” to a sexual harassment case. 

The managers got away with it and were almost 
rewarded for it, they were given a better job and 
never punished.  

As a child I got sexually abused by a close family 
member, it really messed me up. It took me a couple of 
years to actually speak up about it. I didn’t understand 
properly what was happening, I didn’t want to make an 
issue in the family and I was so scared that no one was 
going to believe me.

It’s been 10 years now, he did some jail time and 
now he’s just living life. Then there’s me, I’m still 
pretty messed up to this day. I still find myself having 
nightmares about him, suppressed memories get 
unlocked and I can get angry/on edge ALOT. I’m trying 
to use what I’ve been through and turn it around to help 
others. In the south Asian community there’s a massive 
stigma that comes with sexual abuse and it massively 
effects the reasons as to why people don’t speak up. 
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More than one bad guy.

When thinking about the statistics of gender violence 
we focus on the numbers of women harmed and that 
is important. 80% of women being sexually harassed 
is huge and that needs to be acknowledged. Almost 
one in three women experiencing domestic abuse is 
devastating and shows the prevalence of this crime. But 
we don’t always translate this into the numbers of men 
perpetuating gender violence. It isn’t one or two men 
harming a large proportion of women. It is a lot of men. 

When freshly out of a relationship, it is normal to 
hear phrases like ‘there are plenty more fish in the sea’. 
If you are reluctant to go near any of those fish, it is 
not unusual to be told something along the lines of 
‘they aren’t all like him’ or ‘don’t let one bad guy ruin 
everything’. I was told similar sentiments when I was 
insistent I would never date again and was analysing 
every man’s behaviour for signs of manipulation and 
abuse. This was fairly reasonable behaviour seeing as I 
had just got out of an abusive relationship. I didn’t feel 
like I had experienced my allotted amount of gender 
violence and I could sit back and relax because I’d been 
hurt by my one bad guy. I knew there was more than 
one bad guy violating women and with the potential 
to violate me. 

I was told by many people that once you have been in an 
abusive relationship you are more likely to be in another 
one. Even though I had committed myself to never 
dating again, I didn’t feel safe. I didn’t have to be in a 
relationship with a man to be hurt by gender violence. 
While having experienced domestic abuse made me 
hyper alert to signs of danger, it didn’t make it any easier 
to deal with. If I was bad at saying no and standing up 
for myself before, I was worse at it afterwards. I knew 
the dangers saying no could trigger. 
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I had been harassed by men before my abusive 
relationship and I knew I would be harassed by them 
again. It was more a question of whether I could 
stop the harassment going any further. It was a close 
encounter when I met another bad guy. 

Going out drinking is a normal thing to do at university. 
But it is also a situation where young women are preyed 
on and that is seen as normal. Having alcohol in your 
system transforms you from an autonomous human 
being into an object for anyone to play with. That’s if 
you were seen as an autonomous human being to begin 
with. But I was out with my flatmate and a guy she was 
seeing at the time and we were hanging out with his 
friends. It should have been a safe and friendly situation. 
Although I was the only other woman apart from my 
flatmate in our group and for one of the men that made 
me a target. 

I could tell he was flirting with me. I chatted back but 
didn’t do anything to reciprocate the feeling. You always 
want to assume he’s just having a bit of drunken fun. 
It is like dealing with a dangerous animal. If you freak 
out, they will. The night came to an end and me and 
my flatmate decided to head home. The guy she was 
seeing was coming too. But his flirty friend decided to 
tag along. In my tipsy state, I thought if I ran home, 
he would get the message. I got home before them, 
changed into pajamas and was about to get into bed 
when the door rang. I needed to let my flatmate in. The 
flirty man was still there. 

I had told my flatmate that I wasn’t interested in the 
guy beforehand - just as a backup. There were a few 
intentional hand movements that graced my body. He 
said something about how I must know I was tempting 
him with the clothes I was wearing. But I thought if I 
could just get into bed I would be fine. That didn’t turn 
out to be the case. He followed me to my room even 
though I hadn’t invited him in. He said he just wanted 
to cuddle. I couldn’t think of how to get him out because 
my mind was overrun with memories of when I hadn’t 
done what my abusive partner had wanted. Disobeying 
was a dangerous move.
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My flatmate knew this and stepped in. She asked him 
to leave my room. He did so but not willingly. He stood 
in the corridor complaining about how he had been 
made out to be a creep. His complaining became so 
distressing for me that I ran into my flatmate’s room 
and cried. I was overcome by my inability to just exist, 
my inability to make decisions without annoying other 
people and my inability to escape bad men. 

Eventually, the guy my flatmate was seeing got his 
friend to leave. He later told us something about 
hearing things about his friend but not actually believing 
them. It sounded like this experience had changed the 
way he thought about him but to my knowledge they 
are still friends today. We just don’t want to believe how 
many bad men there are out there. It is easier to ignore it 
unless you are the one they are targeting.

I got catcalled outside my home at 8:30am on a Monday 
morning so I didn’t leave my house for a week.

It was only a week after the death of Sarah Everard. 
Every single woman I know can relate to her story in 
some way. But despite the worldwide outrage of such 
appalling crimes and the widely publicised teachings of 
how to become an ally, it seems some people still can’t 
understand just what we are fighting for.

When people took to the streets to share their horror 
and despair, to make others take notice and protest 
the intolerable treatment of women, these people were 
harassed and assaulted. I could spend hours sitting 
here wondering how the police got it so unfathomably 
wrong: how some media outlets reported the story as 
if the protestors were ‘the bad guys’; how suddenly so 
much attention was off a young woman’s tragic death 
and put onto a group of ‘unruly’, ‘uncontrollable’ women 
who were protesting the violence they were suddenly 
facing themselves at, once again, the hands of those who 
were supposed to protect them. 

How could a policeman, someone we are taught to 
trust before we even begin to speak, do this to Sarah? 
To anyone?

Every woman can relate to Sarah’s story in some way, 
and this is mine. 

Over the first lockdown, I got into running. I’m 
nowhere near a born athlete, and like a lot of others, this 
lockdown trend quickly ran its course with me too. But 
the thrill of feeling life and strength in my limbs stuck 
with me. I needed that escape. So after a few months off, 
I started again, often going out before work or on my 
lunch breaks. This Monday morning, I thought, would 
be no different. 

I was walking back up my road at about 8:25am, 
crossing the small junction that connects my little part 
of the universe to the rest of it, as I have done my entire 
life. This particular morning though, there was a black 
BMW parked over the road from where I stood waiting 
for the road to clear. Like any rational human in a rush 
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but not willing to risk death for the sake of five minutes, 
I eyed the BMW. I thought I heard the engine running, 
or was it the music coming through my headphones? I 
turned down the volume and looked over again. I don’t 
see anyone in the driver’s seat or at least, I don’t think I 
do, but the reflection of the grey sky is on the windscreen 
and obscuring the view, so I couldn’t be sure.

I look left and right, all clear. I do a final check of the 
BMW, and my eyes lock with the driver. A nondescript 
man, could have been a dad ready for the school run, 
could have been an early morning drug dealer. I had no 
way to tell and to be honest, I didn’t care. I was going to 
be late and I’d been rained on. 

The man smiled and waved. Harmless. A brief smile 
from me in return because I’m a polite, friendly person, 
having been raised to be one. I continued walking past 
my neighbour’s garden gate, when beneath the sound of 
Hozier, I heard that all too familiar ‘You alright, darling?’

With my head down, I kept walking. I ignored the fact 
that even though I was very clearly ignoring his attempts 
to capture my attention, he just rolled the window down 
further. I finally reached my front door, heartbeat loud 
in my ears, and thought, shit. 

Maybe it was my imagination getting too carried away, 
but in that moment, all I could think was that this man 
is right outside my home, he’ll see where I live and could 
come back later. It’s just as likely, if not more so, that 
he’ll have thought our exchange was a joke or an attempt 
at flirting and never give me a second thought. But for 
me, this seconds-long conversation was enough to scare 
me from leaving my house for a week.

After all, I wasn’t in a short dress. I was in joggers and 
a coat. I wasn’t drunk or entertaining the conversation. 
I had walked on main roads that morning and didn’t 
bring unnecessary valuables with me. Whilst other 
people were going to work or doing the school run, 
I was harassed on my own street where I’d lived for 
over 20 years.

As I walked in through the front door and looked back 
to see the BMW pulling away. Relief flooded through 
me, followed by a rush of terror. What if he was turning 
around to pull up right in front of my home? I was inside 
with the door locked and beginning my workday within 
minutes, but that fear stayed with me for days.

When you’re walking down the street, you simply cannot 
tell whether a person is going to hurt you just by their 
appearance. And women do not always get the luxury 
of time to figure it out. When walking down the street 
on a Monday morning before 9am, I shouldn’t have to 
fear for my life in order to appease a man’s unwanted 
attention, a man who takes avoidance as an invitation.

My story isn’t unique, nor is it particularly shocking. 
Unfortunately, it’s a story many women will be able to 
tell in their own way. But it’s a narrative we must fight 
to change. The solution for change is education. The 
fight for change will be long and difficult, but it is a fight 
that we can win. 

To Sarah, to her friends, to my friends, to the protestors, 
to women I’ve never met and to women I never will. To 
those who the system failed, to those who haven’t told 
their story, to those who are afraid.  To the strong, the 
loud and the quiet. 

To the survivors.

“When walking down the street on 
a Monday morning before 9am, 
I shouldn’t have to fear for my 
life in order to appease a man’s 
unwanted attention”
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It was the third night of freshers week and we headed 
to a themed club night called Icebreaker. This really 
was an icebreaker night for me in so many ways. I wasn’t 
new to clubbing, so was used to the hustle and bustle 
of a night club environment. You could go in fancy 
dress (anything goes) and I dressed up as Pocahontas 
(in hindsight not culturally appropriate at all I know). 
I wore shorts under the dress because I like to know I 
can dance without having to be worried about anything 
once I get to the dance floor. 

The night was going well and I was really starting to 
feel myself around the girls I had become friends with 
from my halls. We were laughing and starting to make 
our own memories from the university experience we 
had been advertised from those before us.

We went to the downstairs dance floor, it was less busy 
there and it was an ideal spot to grab a drink from the 
bar without having to wait for too long. A guy started 
to chat to us, he was very kind and you could tell how 
nervous we all still were as we shared our degree courses 
and hometowns to one another.  It was then time to get 
a drink. My friend and I nudged our way to the bar and 
lent on the counter, as a way to signify to the bartender 
we were next in line. 

It couldn’t have been more than 10 seconds as I watched 
my drink being made when a large hand slapped me on 
the arse 6 six times in a row. Six times.  I get an instant 
flashback of it all just thinking of the sound and feeling 
of it. I remember seeing if there was a mark once I got 
home. There wasn’t but it felt like there was.

I turn around frozen, stunned. Not sure what to say. 

A huge, ‘hench’ shaped rugby looking fella looked dazed 
at me in my eyes then wondered off onto the dance floor. 
He was clearly very intoxicated already. I was thankful 
it wasn’t the friendly guy we’d been chatting to, he was 
as gobsmacked as I was. But then again, he didn’t ask 
if I was ok, or think to say anything to the guy who just 
assaulted me. He just looked shocked, held his hands up 
as if to say ‘it wasn’t me’ and pointed at the guy that did 
this to me. 
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to my flatmates and friends from then on. They never 
really said too much other than ‘OMG that’s terrible’. 
I’ve never not felt conscious or worried that this could 
happen again whenever I go to order a drink at a bar, a 
meal in my favourite restaurant or whilst stood waiting 
for takeaway coffee. 

Should I have reported what happened to me? Will he 
ever know how often I replay the scenario in my head 
on a weekly basis? Who else has he assaulted since 
then?  These are all things I think about regularly and he 
wouldn’t even remember me at all. 

I always have a good look around me when I get to 
a bar counter to try and detect anyone who might do 
this to me again. I make sure my bum doesn’t seem too 
‘pronounced’ as if to encourage this behaviour again. 

I was stood waiting for a drink. 
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There I was, sat alone in the bedroom directly facing 
the window with my body squeezed into a chair whilst 
my counsellor led the Monday session on Zoom. 
Another Monday of opening the treasure chest of 
ignored memories and everything else I’d just shoved 
in a metaphorical bag, letting them fester within the 
darkness of the fabric. It seems incredibly unhealthy I 
know, but it’s a coping mechanism I’ve had since my 
childhood. However, the last six Mondays of recent 
have become a weekly cemented ritual of opening 
pandora’s box for me. Counselling is one of the most 
painful yet best things I’ve decided to put myself 
through, because I want to heal, I want to change 
and be a better, happier, healthier human; finally 
facing certain experiences no matter how painful is 
unfortunately necessary. It was exactly two Mondays 
ago when I opened this gigantic bag of memories to 
finally lay them out on the table to face me, one by one. 
This specific memory had sunk so far down immediately 
after it happened, I very rarely brought it up to the 
surface but recently, it had learned to swim and needed 
air, although I was more than happy to let it drown. 
This particular Monday though, I felt it, I felt this 
ignored experience shooting upwards. I felt it rising 
to reach my throat at the speed of lightning. It needed 
my voice to be heard. Just like projectile word-vomit, 
retching to be ejected from my system once and for all, 
it came out to my counsellor and seconds later I felt as 
though I’d been transported back to 4 years prior.

It was the summer of 2017, a time of happiness for me. 
I had just left a situation back in Bristol to find solace 
in a student house dump with cheap rent, and although 
slugs took residence in the kitchen, that house still 
remains my favourite place I’ve ever lived. I’d moved 
with my best friend and despite our rooms once being 
hours away from each other, they were now only metres 
apart. We lived in this house along with three other 
housemates that we’d met on spareroom.com and lots of 
my summer nights were filled with house parties, nights 
out and numbers we didn’t even remember saving in our 
phones. I was about to start my second year in fashion 
school; life was good, how could I complain? Well 
easily, like every student, I found myself struggling in a 
large overdraft, and needed a job. With bar experience 
under my belt, I kept my eyes peeled. Luckily for me, I 
lived in a thriving city so it wasn’t long until I found a 
bar job located right in the heart of Cardiff, only a 20 
minute walk from my house. Obviously it was going to 
be demanding, the busy and late nights were mandatory 
but I didn’t mind it. I passed the bar trial, I got the job 
and my first full night shift, my name was on the rota 
and everything: overdraft no more.

My first shift commenced on a Saturday night which 
promised to be the busiest night of the week. I felt 
confident and entered with my hair straightened, 
carefully paired with a red-lipped pout. Compliments 
came flying my way which already lifted me.

SPITWRITTEN BY HANNAH-
CLARE VANN
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There I stood, casually talking with my new colleagues 
through moments of quiet when a large group of 
young men entered, dressed in wacky coloured shirts. 
Shouting with a bashful tones, their voices echoed 
through the bar. My colleagues gave each other a look of 
“here we go...”, the group of guys beelined towards the 
bar and I snapped into attention. Offering the biggest 
smile I could, feeling generous enough to engage in 
meaningless yet friendly chit-chat as I poured the drinks. 
I noticed one of the guys, he was very animated in his 
interaction with me but moments of a pause, I felt him 
looking me up and down, often stopping at my chest. A 
rush of unease kept revisiting me the more he returned 
to the bar. His attempt at conversation with me became 
sloppier the more he drank and with a slurred speech, 
I just nodded politely and zoned out the majority of the 
time, but always with a smile to remain professional. 
Deep inside, I was weary of him but also, what could 
I do? Nothing. So I simply continued working and 
looked away when he stared at me.

The busy night dragged on its feet though many had 
dispersed, the bar had become slightly quieter but the 
group remained in close view and now the guy, as drunk 
as he was, had placed himself at the bar. Everyone on 
shift with me took note to not continue serving this him. 
I had no worries until I was told to clean down the front 
of the bar, which put me a lot closer to him than I would 
of liked. Instead, I thought to myself, “Hey, it’s okay, he’s 
just a harmless drunk guy… What’s the most he can do 
except say something stupid?”... Right? Wrong.

The moment I walked closer to his area, I immediately 
attempted to avoid standing too close as I cleaned and 
wiped down the bar. I felt the weight of a thousand 
eyes from a single stranger piling on top of me, my gut 
whispered, “Something isn’t right here.” I forced my 
eyes downwards, anything to keep my head down in the 
hope that he’d get the message. Then, I heard his voice 
direct a question to me but I just wanted to clean and go 
back behind the bar, so I shook my head and shrugged 
my shoulders. He didn’t like that. He asked me 
something again, but trying to figure out what he said 
was like putting blank jigsaw pieces together. I rolled 
my eyes finally making eye contact. I didn’t know his 

“I gave him zero 
permission to 
touch me, but 
he clearly felt 
so comfortable 
crossing my 
boundary.”
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Until that counselling session, I had very rarely thought 
about it, but when the time came to actually process it 
at 27 years old rather than four years prior, I realised I 
had never dealt with it at all, I had just thrown it in the 
bag to rot straight after. Here was me thinking all these 
years I’d managed to escape this unscathed but like 
everything else I just got good at burying it.

I don’t recall much else from that night. I do remember 
finally taking a moment for myself but when I did, I 
didn’t know what to think; my mind had shut down. I 
remember telling my manager and having a meeting 
to check that I was okay, but everything else is kind of 
a blur. I don’t remember how I got home that night, 
whether I told my best friend or if I even cried. Only 
recently I’ve felt the impact of that situation and some 
left over feelings that I never confronted. Telling this 
story out loud to my counsellor made me choke on the 
words but it was bursting within me to get out. I’d 
never labelled this incident as anything; I guess it didn’t 
qualify in my mind as being severe enough. I wasn’t 
in a dangerous location or isolated, I was surrounded 
by people, but it’s painful to think that someone who 
did not know me, never even knew my name could 
cross a boundary so comfortably. It fucking hurts now 
thinking about it. I wish I’d done more, a lot more, 
both in that moment and afterwards. I think about that 
guy sometimes; I wonder if he woke up with the worst 
hangover of his life the next day and remembered doing 
that to me. Did he care? Did he feel remorse? Was he 
sorry? I don’t know, I’ll never know. If I could give a 
good guess, probably not, but I’d like to think the best.

name, but I remember how he looked. Mousy, caramel 
coloured hair sweeping just above his brow. Glazed 
eyes, a strong jaw with patches of light stubble displayed 
all over his chin and sunken cheeks. I remember the 
darkness dancing over his face from the shadowed part 
of the bar.

“Excuse me?” My quiet response hung in the air floating 
above the noise while his incoherent babble with the 
inability to keep himself steady was so clear to see.
“Sorry?” I shook my head but tried to keep my focus on 
my task. He still didn’t respond but a look of confusion 
appeared. I wasn’t prepared for what would happen 
next. He lifted his hand to grab my face and squeezed 
it tight, I felt completely frozen. I didn’t know this man, 
I gave him zero permission to touch me, but he clearly 
felt so comfortable crossing my boundary. What was 
an incident spanning over seconds felt like minutes. 
Horrible, confusing, nasty minutes ticking away, but in 
reality, it was over just as quick as it began. He, while 
my face remained in his grasp took two fingers, rubbed 
them all over his mouth and smeared them over my 
lips. I tasted his spit in my mouth and I didn’t want it. 
I didn’t want any of it. It felt like I had no say for what 
happened in those seconds, like someone had actually 
decided for me. He had chosen for me to stand there 
with a clasped face in his hand while I went numb in 
front of everyone, my mind couldn’t comprehend it in 
that moment. He finally released me aggressively and 
rejected any involvement while I was left trying to pull 
myself together and make sense of what the fuck had 
just happened.

My colleagues saw the entire situation unfold and 
they reacted, yelling to kick this guy out of the bar. He 
could barely walk himself out, stumbling and falling 
everywhere. With some fight within me I pushed him 
and screamed, “What the fuck? Who the hell do you 
think you are?” I tried to find some remorse or even 
some indication of embarrassment but he couldn’t give a 
shit. I was told to take a “moment” for myself while this 
guy got kicked out, but I continued to work; it was a 
distraction, a distraction from something that I wouldn’t 
fully process until a long time later and when it would 
cross my mind one day and I’d allow it to rear its ugly 
head to say hello, opening up the flood gates. 
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Another One
Another news story.
Another innocent life lost.
Another troubled soul that nobody knew about.
Another demon who slipped through the cracks. 
Another filled with corruption and beaten by hate.
Another one. 
 
But nobody seems to care
At least not enough to make a change.
It’s the same cycle
A circle of hate and placing blame
Of thoughts and prayers,
people caring for a second. 
 
Nothing is any different now
From that of yesterday.
Degrading social media posts.
Brutal headlines and fake news.
Placing blame upon the victims.
The carousel of meaningful hashtags. 
 
#Bekind
#Mentalhealthmatters
#Shewaswalkinghome 
#Violenceagainstwomen
#Reclaimthestreets 
#Shewasus
 
All forgotten in a matter of minutes. 
The candles are extinguished,
The petals fall and the ink fades
Only a memory until the trial 
And then the truth doesn’t matter
EXCUSES. Everybody picks a side. 
 
In a few months, weeks or maybe days 
Another story will be the highlight of the news.
Another troubled soul that nobody knew about.
Another filled with corruption and beaten by hate.
Another innocent life lost. 
Another one. 

In the Background
Same life just 12 months on,
Darkness clouding the light. 
Same life just a few friends gone.
The spark in my eyes isn’t as bright.

Nowadays nobody sees me cry.
Nowadays nobody knows I hide.
Head up, smile, push on.
Never letting no one catch on.

I have to keep it hidden,
Other people need me.
I have to push it aside,
Other people need me.

Every time I get close to telling you,
I get scared, I bottle it halfway through.
Scared you wouldn’t view me the same,
I can’t bear to lose anyone again.

I want to tell you honestly, I do,
But the whole truth thing is new.
Maybe I’ll just keep it inside.
Maybe I’ll pretend I never cried.
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Mask
Concealing your true feelings, you hide behind a mask.
The glue holds the deceptive foundations in place.
Never letting anyone catch on, you put on a show.
Pretending to be happy, the happiest on the planet.
Acting as though you have the picture-perfect life,
being sociable, laughing and smiling for the whole day.
After many years, you can play that character so well.
Sometimes it’s so convincing, even you begin to believe it,
Believe the feelings and the thoughts were just a glitch.
Believe that you’re okay and that everything will be fine.
However, when you’re home behind closed doors,
when you’re alone or it’s the middle of the night
that’s when the thoughts will come flooding back.
Each time they return, they are stronger than ever,
The sun rises to start a new day and you go full circle.
You plaster on the smile, and play that happy charade
not giving the world a reason to think otherwise.
This golden necessity of being able to hide feelings
is a crucial key to your survival.

Cope Alone
It has been a normality for me
To keep everything bottled up inside.
Any intense emotion, I conceal 
Never letting anyone see me cry
I don’t open up or share feelings
I’ve learnt to cope alone. 
 
It is easier to keep everyone locked out 
Hiding the tears, the hurt, the pain
Saying “I’m fine” when I’m anything but.
The world must stay out, I’ve built a wall
My fragile lie will collapse should it fall 
I’ve learnt to cope alone.
 
Should I be so mindless to let anyone in
That moment of weakness will be a crime.
Regretting the truth that spills out my mouth
Filling my head with more fear and doubt.
That they’ll misunderstand or just not care
I’ve learnt how to cope alone. 
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Will you Understand?
I wonder if you’ll understand,
Nobody has been able to before.
I’ve reached out to many people
Comrades have stood by my side
They have listened, they have cared
But they never quite comprehend
The true meaning of my tears
Or the true shame of my scars.
Each one commended for their effort.
However, their best isn’t good enough
For they haven’t lived in this darkness
They haven’t experienced this hell.
But you appear to be different,
you are able to see through my disguise,
my towering solid structured defences
and my stainless-steel suit of armour.
You’ve reached out with a motive of kindness
But I’m hesitant to believe that your meaning is pure
You’ve given me no reason to doubt your intention
I admit that I’m unsure, I admit that I’m afraid
Now maybe you could be the one
That will be there, that will listen
But there is one crucial question lingering,
Will you understand?

Kitchen Floor
You let me abuse you
Allowing me to vent frustration
As I beat you with my fists.

You let me flood you,
Crying, tear drops of salt,
Until ive got nothing left.

You let me scream at you,
I’m so lost, I don’t recognise
The girl in the mirror anymore.

You’ve been there to catch me
When everything is spinning
Round and round, out of control.

You’ve been there to hold me
When I’m numb to all emotion
And I’m staring at the wall.

You’ve been there to comfort me
When I’ve spent half the night
Pacing the room, sleepless.

You are a pillar of support
You are a grounding influence
A solid place to fall: the kitchen floor.

64 65

Unspoken Poems



I Want Answers.
Do you think about it?
Does it ever cross your mind?
It echoes in mine.

Do you recollect?
Do you remember it?
I remember it all too well.

Do you dream about it?
Does it disturb you in your sleep?
It haunts mine.

Do you regret your actions?
Do you realise the pain you’ve caused?
I know.

Will you ever show remorse?
Will you ever take the blame?
I want answers.

The Fall
It’s been three long and rocky years
1095 days living with the effect of you.
Never truly a minute where I forget.
After all it was never going to be a clean break.

Thinking back to that day, you are all I seem to find.
Gone is the excitement, it’s lost with the laughs.
The smiles in the pictures tell a happy story,
But that was a single page in a darker chapter.

After all there were many characters that played a role.
Its not just me you impacted, it’s not just me you scared.
It will live on in the memory of family and friends.
Never will they forget, as it will remain as sharp as glass.

Statements were taken and evidence gathered.
Two years on, and the storyline still presents struggles.
In the end, you put your hand on the book,
And thankfully they found you guilty.

Still the civil track continues as both sides advance.
As we turn to a new chapter we hope for a new beginning.
I’m waiting for the full stop on that final page.
But years later I’ll still cry, flashbacks haunting.

I hope you know writing this hasn’t been easy for me.
Now because of you I walk; afraid of falling.
Now because of you I stay home; afraid of the unknown.
Now because of you I play it safe, afraid of hurting.

I keep flicking through the pages as I wait for the answer.
None of us thought the day would end like that,
But unfortunately, fate rolled the dice,
And now it’s your turn to take the impact of the fall.
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Back on My Feet
There is a thin line between love and hate,
And it remained blurry for so long.
Leaving you was the hardest thing,
But every cloud has a silver lining.
The light of freedom shining bright.
Only a couple of weeks gone,
And already I’m brand new.
I’ve grown up, got a whole new attitude.
No longer living in a fantasy,
Or waiting for a prince charming.
No fairy godmother, wand, or breakable shoe.
Head held high, I put on my own crown
As soon as I walk out and that door closed,
My wings grew back.
I found the treasure inside me,
Determination, courage, and freedom.
I’ve glued myself back together,
And landed back on my feet.
Remembered who I was before.
Reignited my forgotten dreams.
I thought I would miss you,
But I’ve realised
that I miss me more.

Battles Lost, Battles Won
I didn’t know just how war torn I was,
Oblivious to how much I had missed.
I never realised how many battles I’d lost,
Many hoped I’d negotiate and sign an armistice.
Going through the motions, captured by emotions,
Fooling everyone, I played so innocent.
On the battle field, I was subjected to torture,
Losing five friends and countless nights,
Perceiving everything as a victory.
Battle scars remain on my wrists and my thighs.
Everything was under attack; I could not retreat,
My weapons became blunt, my armour: it fell.
Tears stream as my battle cries haunt in flashbacks.
Hiding deep in my darkened trenches of turmoil,
Three long months through No Man’s Land
Alone, crawling, I just wanted to break free.
To win a war, battles must be both won and lost.
I won’t surrender even if my enemies persist.
The battles I won showed me I could do it all along,
The battles I lost, they made me strong.

68 69

Unspoken Poems



I wrote this piece a few days after this horrible thing 
happened to me. Still to this day I can’t believe I was 
able to write this and publicly post it when everything 
was still so inexplicably raw, messy and horrifying. I 
recall getting messages and calls from my close friends 
and family - a small handful of people that I truly trusted 
enough to tell before I wrote about it. 

“We love you, strong girl. You are so brave, confident, 
fierce and amazing. Do not let him take away your 
spirit!”

Do not let him take away your spirit. For the first time 
in days, I felt a small dose of empowerment, bravery 
and a lack of fear. It wasn’t a lot, but it was enough and 
I picked up my journal to write. One thing I will say is 
that I never wanted pity or sympathy. At first, I wanted 
someone to listen, to try and make someone understand 
emotionally and physically what had just happened to 
me and then I realised that I didn’t want that either. You 
see, it doesn’t matter how many times you tell someone 
about how painful the bite was when the dog bit you; 
how deep the cuts were; or what the dog looked like and 
the amount of fear you felt – because they didn’t feel it, 
because they didn’t see it, they could never understand. 
This is exactly the same. I knew that the only way 
someone could understand what this was like for me, 

and for many other men and woman who have had to 
endure it, was if they had had it happen to them. I hoped 
they never understood because of it, I wouldn’t wish it 
upon anyone. Instead, they can listen to your story and 
become aware of it. Aware. That word, is so important. 
Being aware meant that, despite their cuteness, not 
all dogs were trained well and therefore you could get 
bitten and so to avoid that, you become aware of the 
possibility. This didn’t necessarily mean that you should 
be afraid of them. This is how I felt about walking alone 
in public, being around men in general, having skin 
showing on my body. I shouldn’t have to be afraid of 
that. I wasn’t going to be afraid of that. And I am not 
afraid of that anymore. 

I was not expecting the response that I got to this post: 
fellow survivors telling me that I had made a ‘stranger 
feel better’, that from one ‘damaged, but not broken, 
person to another’ that they were with me. It was 
incredibly overwhelming. It is scary, to talk so loudly 
about this subject and my own personal experience - 
being heard. But so many people aren’t. So many people 
are ignored. I have an opportunity to be heard so I will 
turn this weak part of me into something powerful and 
pray and hope to god, I can make someone feel like 
they’re spirit is still alive too.

AWARE NESS BY JEN BROGAN

INTRO
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DECEMBER 6TH, 2018.

My heart hurts.

Something was taken from me, that unfortunately, I’m 
never going to be able to get back. And so, because 
of that, I’m left grieving. Usually, when you think of 
grieving, you think of loss, of someone or something – at 
least that’s what I think. But, this type of grief, is my 
biggest obstacle that I have only just accepted will take a 
very long time for me to truly overcome. 

See, I forgot that not everything can feel better the 
next day. I find that I am so familiar with ignoring a lot 
of things that bother and hurt me, with the hope that 
moving on and not dwelling will make it okay again. 
Well, I have recently learnt that this is not always the case.

After a very traumatic experience, I have felt so much 
exposure to grief and pain. I can’t quite put into words 
just how tough it has been. Actually, I think I’m still in 
disbelief as to how much I have had to mentally face. 
But I am grieving many aspects of myself. 
I fear; I fear to walk into a shop, down the road, to 
university. I notice that I hold my breath as I step 
outside, and feel my body tense. I hold it for as long 
as I possibly can before I release it again. My coat can 
be zipped all the way up, I could be wrapped in many 
layers; but I’ll still hold onto the material, clinging onto 
my body, like an extra cover of security. I’ve never been 
so aware of my surroundings; I notice the ugly in the 
world easily. I’m just afraid. 

I’ve lost my confidence, in several forms. Confidence to 
go places on my own. Confidence to stand and look at 
myself naked. Even though they aren’t there anymore, 
I feel like I still need to hide the marks he left on me. 
Nobody else can see them anymore, but, I can’t undo 
seeing how my body looked after it was over. You might 
see the beauty, but I just see the damage.

I miss feeling free; spontaneous; unafraid; confident 
and strong. These particular qualities came naturally 
within my previous personality. And they were taken 
away over the course of one evening. If I was unafraid, 
I’d be out the door doing my day-to-day activities, care 
free, without a single hesitation. Yet, I couldn’t even 
face sitting in a room of classmates. If I was confident, 
I wouldn’t feel exposed to the world because I wasn’t 
wearing a scarf around my neck to hide the now invisible 
marks that his hands left on me. If I was strong; god, 
if I could get my strength back. I would not be going 
through the hours of hysteria that I have been going 
through, every single day since, for the last few weeks.
It’s the grieving of the loss of the person before the 
trauma. 

I find that we once lived in a world where sexual assault 
was minimised. It wasn’t confronted appropriately for 
so long so, that genuine survivors forgot how to speak; 
being silenced by their own darkness. Yet, today, it’s 
being acknowledged more often. It’s starting to reassure 
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all male and female victims, that they are allowed to use 
their voice and speak up, if they want too. Saying that, 
there are still many people out there who are still afraid 
to do just that; too scared to share their experiences, 
scared to go to police, let someone know about what 
they have had to endure. Therefore, they can’t/couldn’t 
get the help that they deserved and suffer silently. 
What I personally find the most interesting, is how the 
scary intricate details, that a lot of people are unaware 
of, are pushed away and avoided. Rather than discussing 
them, we tend to sugarcoat these horrific moments by 
using its recognised vocabulary like “rape” or “assault”. 
However, I feel as if we have spent so much time 
stressing these terms, that it has lost its true, scary affect. 

This is real. It happens every day and we don’t really 
know what exactly we’re dealing with – unless we 
become the victim of it. Why don’t we make people 
aware of the scary details? Because it’s not appropriate? 
It’s not nice? You don’t want to scare anyone? Yet we 
wonder why the majority of victims feel like they can’t 
open up about it. People are out there scaring many 
victims, and scarring a survivor.

My rape changed everything about me. It’s changed 
many things that I once loved about myself and turned 
them into parts of me that I now despise. But I am 
one of the lucky ones. I have felt very blessed. I have 
received support from every area of my life; my family, 
my friends, my university, clinics and GPs. Everywhere I 
turn, there’s a hand to hold if I need it and I’m extremely 
thankful and lucky to have access to that.

It’s still very raw for me, but in the last couple of weeks 
I learnt something. I’ve learnt that I am brave and that 
I will not let him take away my spirit. It wasn’t my fault, 
it was never my fault and it never will be. And I wanted 
to share it; I wanted to share it and turn it into a positive 
outcome, my own hand to hold. I wanted people like me 
to know that there are people there who will listen and 
will help.

No means no. 

“I’ve learnt that 
I am brave and 
that I will not let 
him take away 
my spirit. 
It wasn’t my fault, 
it was never my 
fault and it never 
will be.”
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One thing I would like to shine a light on, is what 
happened after. I’d like to first add that if someone 
wishes to report their assault to the police, IT IS 
OKAY. If someone doesn’t want to report it to the 
police, this IS ALSO OKAY. I didn’t want to go to the 
police. I’ve been called crazy for this. I’ve had people 
express anger towards me for this. But here’s why. This 
person, took something from me. He took something 
from me, that I will never ever get back, no matter how 
hard I try, it’s gone. No sentence, no cell, no punishment 
will ever equate to justice for me. 

I felt that if I had gone to the police, local news would 
have written about it; more people would have known 
about it. I didn’t want to be dragged through hours and 
hours of interviews, statements and if it ever came to it, 
hearings and god forbid, him being proven innocent. 
No. I just wanted to move on. You could stop him 
doing it again to someone, I would get told and I stand 
by the fact, that yes, he could do this again to someone. 
But that does not make me responsible or at fault for his 
inhumane and disgusting actions. I was also frightened, 
understandably. The flashbacks and the nightmares 
that would creep up on me out of no-where and drag 
me straight back to the day I saw my body after it had 
happened. And that is okay. And people should learn 
to respect men and woman that decide to do the same 
thing. In fact, people should just respect them whether 
they decided to go to the police or not. People heal in 
different ways and this is how I wanted to heal. I needed 
to grieve the loss of my old self and somehow, which felt 
impossible for a very long time, move on with my life. 
Neither of these make you weak.

A lot of things helped me. I was incredibly lucky as 
I did have a supportive family, supportive friends, a 
supportive university. I did confide in GPs, counsellors 
and rape and assault clinics. But not everyone wants to; 
not everybody has this support - so how is this supposed 
to help someone if they can’t access it, or trust it? The 
problem is, I dealt with it, with people in the first few 
months after what happened. But once it blew over, and 
time passed, I started to bury it.

The problem with burying things like this away from 
your emotions is that it ends up causing more damage 
and trauma. I could go an entire day pushing and 
pushing it away and the moment I went to sleep that 
night, it hit replay in my head over and over. I didn’t 
want to sleep. I developed anxiety and panic attacks 
and it just got worse. I burst. It gets to the point where 
you don’t need to talk about it anymore, you just need to 
look for ways to find comfort in it. Sounds crazy, right? 
Finding comfort in something that is so awful. But it’s 
true. You meet people, through these things, who have 
been through the same as you. These people understand 
what it feels like and pick you up.

I wrote a lot; I wrote poetry about it, I learnt new things 
about myself in the process. I read a lot of books - a 
serious amount actually. I fully suggest to anyone who 
has an interest in reading, to read Pretending by Holly 
Bourne and Notes to Self by Emilie Pine. These books 
gave me comfort, they gave me an outlet. You can’t bury 
these things within, you need to release them. Kick-box, 
run, draw, paint, read, write, play an instrument; release. 
Turn this; this thing that you think defines you; this 
thing that you feel makes you small or weak and turn it 
into the most powerful thing. Never ever be afraid of 
who you are because of it. I’m not. Don’t be afraid to 
take the time to heal; don’t pretend you’re fine and don’t 
push these feelings away.  It is really hard, but I promise 
you, you will be able to walk down the road again 
unafraid, be able to love yourself and your body, trust 
people. It was not easy; it is still not easy. I still find my 
mind slipping away and silencing myself at times and it 
takes a great deal for me to scream back ‘NO’. Someone 
took a lot from me, but they didn’t take it all. I wanted to 
be a voice; a voice for people who sometimes don’t know 
how to use theirs; who are too scared to use theirs; who 
don’t believe that they can use theirs. You do not have 
to be quiet, but you also do not have to scream. I knew 
what it was like, to be internally screaming whilst no 
sound came out of my mouth. I want my experience, my 
story and my voice to help others find theirs. And to any 
of my fellow survivors out there, I hope your spirit is still 
as big as mine still is. I hope that you have not let this 
define you. I hope that you can spend the rest of your 
lives happy, safe, secure and comforted by whatever and 
whoever it is you love the most within it.

OUTRO
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WRITTEN BY KATE LESLEY AINSWORTH 

The terms ‘survivor’ or ‘victim’ are ones many of us use 
to describe those who have experienced horrendous 
life events and are terms that I can but do not want to 
identify with. 

I do not like to be perceived as vulnerable, even though 
I once was.

The operative word there being “once”, I am no longer 
weak, I am strong. I do not want to be defined by my 
past, by that person; I do not wish to give them the 
power to know that the past still affects me because it 
does, but letting it define me to a term that makes me 
feel small is not something I wish for myself or anyone.

Yes, trauma can make us feel more vulnerable and in 
some respects make us weaker, we are not the person we 
used to be and trauma can make us even more sensitive 
than we were before. 

I do not want to make my abuse my narrative, I do not 
want it printed across my forehead ‘survivor’, I do not 
want it to be my story, what I am known for. I want to 
spread the word to help others but I do not want to be 
defined by my past. I am a woman who achieves great 
things on a daily basis, I am capable of so much and I 
have been through so much, that now is a part of me 
but it is not me. 

I’M NOT A 
SURVIVOR. 
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What that person or people chose to do is not a 
reflection of me, it led me to peel certain layers of myself 
off; I no longer trust easily, and I am more sensitive 
because of the abrasion caused by the abuse. 

It broke down some of my strongest layers and that is 
why so many people like myself, can be taken advantage 
of after abuse, can then become more guarded and 
more sensitive to others actions due to the pain we have 
endured.

As much as I acknowledge the importance of 
recognising how far I have come and my past, there is so 
much more; more to look forward to, more experiences 
to be had, more friendships to make, more loves in 
my life. If I brand myself a survivor it drags me down 
and gives me less hope to have amazing things to look 
forward to.

“I am not broken. I 
was broken; broken 
down by someone 
else but I built 
myself back up 
again and now I am 
whole and ready. I 
am ready for the 
next part of my 
journey. I am ready 
to look forward.”
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Under the water’s surface
On the edge of her senses,
like a familiar face you can’t quite place. 
The flash of colour, the wince of skin –
nothing there to hold her up.
Never forgetting the chill,
like ice against a forgotten windowsill.

Empty, except for – 
The tug of the water 
reminding me I’m a ship 
rocking from side to side
trying to find a centre. 
Oars pushing through a tide,
sails ripping against a snarling sky.

Empty, except for – 
the dreams that I can’t get out of my head,
hoping they’ll leak from my ears
leaving my mind empty –
so that I can finally
rest. 

Spring 
Cross-stitch, 
silky ribbons; reds and pinks, 
scar tissue – 
made up of a thousand wounds,
old hurt reopened, gaping, but 
out of pain, something beautiful 
can bloom. 

Healing: a series Together 
The first screamed at the moon
in the middle of the night
when the stars could stand between her
and the curtain twitchers. 
The second cried into the wind
on her walk home, 
the wet soaking into her socks.
But it surfed across the way,
a grey song to the third
that when she heard
already knew every word. 

It took another girl years to learn 
that together they could stand
hand in hand, 
finally holding each other up,
screaming a protest song 
that would make bridges quake,
and structures shake. 

BY HOLLY PETERS
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WHAT NOT TO SAY 
TO SOMEONE WHO 
HAS EXPERIENCED 
ABUSE

BY KATE LESLEY AINSWORTH
What not to say - our new regular column educating 
those outside of our worlds who mean well but may not 
always have the right words to say - now you do!

The questions asked to abuse victims all centre 
ferociously around ‘Why the abused put up with it? – 
everyone wants to see the best in people, it’s natural. We 
are just the same, we want to see the best in that person, 
a person we believe loves us. This person has gained 
our trust, got inside our hearts, and then twisted them, 
manipulated our feelings so we feel so insignificantly 
small that we feel as though we cannot speak out. 

So, before you say the first thing that comes into your 
head without thinking, before you ask such insensitive 
and harmful questions, this is what you need to know:

1. There is a cycle of abuse  
 ■ Does something that my partner doesn’t like i.e. 

have a life
 ■ They make me feel bad for wanting a life
 ■ I learn that they didn’t like my behaviour by 

receiving abuse
 ■ The abuse hurts - I dislike them
 ■ They apologise or do something to make me forget, 

guilt-trip or gaslight me

The cycle starts over again; you can never please your 
abuser. You are always going to step out of line, they 
want you in the palm of their hand, leaving you feeling 
as small as humanly possible. The abusers have a poor 
view of themselves and low self-esteem, they want you to 
be the same - powerless to them and the situations they 
put you in.
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2. There is a significant degree of isolation
Usually, an abuser will cut you off from everyone, make 
you turn against anyone that loves or cares for you 
because they are a threat, they are reality, they are loving, 
they can see your unhappiness, they want you to be 
happy, but your abuser does not. Your abuser wants you 
all to themselves, to boost their ego so they can disguise 
the fact that they feel so little.

We feel powerless because they have taken away 
everything from us, our lives, our happiness, our 
friends, our hobbies. They isolate you from everything 
that you love, you fear leaving because they have made 
themselves the only thing you have left in your life. 

The hurt I experienced as someone being subject to 
abuse, at my worst I weighed 45kg and at one point 
didn’t eat for a week because I was so emotionally 
upset and drained from the verbal abuse I had received. 
I was constantly anxious about what abuse I would 
receive next.

I developed anxiety and would need to go to the 
bathroom at least 10 times before bed because I felt as 
though I needed to pee every minute. I was constantly 
living on tenterhooks questioning what I would do 
wrong next, what was going to happen to me next, 
never feeling safe.

3. Manipulation – Control over them, 
pressure to conform

It’s awful because you are tricked into believing that 
this is love, this is what you deserve, this is what real life 
is, this is the best you are going to get, and you don’t 
deserve more from this. Usually, abuse is subjected to 
those with the biggest hearts, those who will forgive and 
forgive and forgive because they want to see the best in 
people and their partners. Your self-esteem becomes so 
low that this abuse becomes the new norm, it is to be 
expected, in your mind it is okay.

  
I understand those who say they became a shadow of 
their former self, that was me, a skeleton of her former 
self if you will, no fat left, no life left, no light, no one was 
home, I was just receiving abuse after abuse just taking 
it and letting it pass through me. That person makes 
you feel so small that even getting up to face the day can 
feel like the hardest thing ever and having others around 
you who do not understand, who tell you to ‘just leave’ 
can become the enemy because anyone who is seen as a 
threat to the abuser, is an enemy and voicing a negative 
opinion can lead you to be cut off. 

 

So, think before you 
ask these questions:
Why didn’t you just walk away?
Why didn’t you leave?
Why did you let it happen?
Why did you let them do that to you?
Why did you put up with it?

86 87

Unspoken What Not To Say



Those didn’t take me long to come up with; I have 
heard them all too many times. Everyone subjected to 
abuse has heard them too many times. It is not okay. It 
is difficult to describe to somebody and help someone 
understand when they have not been through the 
same because if it was easy, there wouldn’t be all these 
common misconceptions.

Don’t ask me why I didn’t leave. I tried, they won. I 
tried, they won. I tried, they won. I tried, they won. 
They know exactly what to say to you to pull you 
back, plucking at straws until yes, hopefully, one day 
something in you changes, one day you accept that this 
cannot continue. However, most of the time you are so 
broken that there is nothing left of you until you begin to 
rebuild yourself back into everything that you once were.

Simply being there, valuing their safety, listening, 
helping to listen and rationalise feelings, situations and 
the toxicity sometimes can help someone realise the 
truth, this is not how it is supposed to be, this is not 
worth putting up with, they will realise eventually. Do 
be careful with what you say because otherwise, you run 
the risk of being cut off yourself and watching the person 
you love the most, dwindle into nothing.

This is what you can do:
Reassure them they are not alone. 
Physically give them a hug.
Keep in contact with them so they have connections. 
Be at the end of the phone when something goes wrong.
Talking through what is happening/has happened 
without judgement.
Keep an escape bag for them in case they need it.

This is what you can say:
‘I am here for you.’
‘Help me understand what is happening.’
‘How can I help you?’
‘I believe you.’

HOW CAN YOU 
HELP?
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Emotional abuse can be hard to detect and recognise as 
it is often a more subtle mean of control. Many can’t or 
don’t accept or don’t realise that it is happening to them 
because it is not obvious and doesn’t leave a physical 
trail or mark. 

Emotional abuse is where a person controls another by 
using emotions to criticize, embarrass, shame, blame, or 
otherwise manipulate another person and diminish their 
mental health and sense of worth, and identity. Whilst 
emotional abuse is most commonly inflicted in romantic 
relationships, it can also be inflicted by a friend, family 
member, peer, or colleague. The overriding goal in 
emotional abuse is to silence, isolate and discredit 
someone.

WHAT IS 
EMOTIONAL 
ABUSE?

BY EMMA GILL
What does Emotional Abuse Look Like?

If you are having trouble deciding whether or not your 
relationship is emotionally abusive, stop and think about 
how the interactions make you feel.

If you feel frustrated, confused, misunderstood, 
depressed, anxious, drained, or worthless any time you 
interact with a person, it is highly likely that it is a toxic 
and emotionally abusive relationship. 

Having Unrealistic Expectations
 ■ Making unreasonable demands of you.
 ■ Expecting you to put everything aside for them and 

meet their needs, not yours.
 ■ Demand that you spend all of your time together.
 ■ Being constantly dissatisfied no matter how hard 

you try.
 ■ Criticizing you for not completing tasks according 

to their standards and expectations.
 ■ Demanding that you name exact dates and times 

when discussing things that upset you (and when 
you cannot do this, they may dismiss the event as if 
it never happened).

 Invalidating You
 ■ Undermining, dismissing, or distorting your 

perceptions or your reality.
 ■ Refusing to accept your feelings and trying to define 

how you should feel.
 ■ Accusing you of being “too sensitive,” “too 

emotional,” or “crazy”.
 ■ Refusing to acknowledge or accept your opinions 

or ideas as valid.
 ■ Dismissing your requests, wants, and needs as 

ridiculous or unmerited.
 ■ Suggesting that your perceptions are wrong or that 

you cannot be trusted by saying things like “you’re 
blowing this out of proportion” or “you exaggerate”.
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Create Chaos
 ■ Starting arguments for the sake of arguing.
 ■ Making confusing and contradictory statements 

(sometimes called “crazy-making”).
 ■ Having drastic mood changes or sudden emotional 

outbursts.
 ■ Nit-picking at your clothes, your hair, your work, 

etc. 

Uses Emotional Blackmail
 ■ Manipulating and controlling you by making you 

feel guilty.
 ■ Humiliating you in public or in private.
 ■ Using your fears, values, compassion, or other hot 

buttons to control you or the situation.
 ■ Exaggerating your flaws or pointing them out 

in order to deflect attention or to avoid taking 
responsibility for their poor choices or mistakes.

 ■ Denying that an event took place or lying about it.
 ■ Giving you the silent treatment.

Acting Superior
 ■ Treating you like you are inferior.
 ■ Blaming you for their mistakes and shortcomings.
 ■ Doubting everything you say and attempting to 

prove you wrong.
 ■ Talking down to you or being condescending.
 ■ Acting like they are always right, know what is best, 

and are smarter.

Control and Isolate You
 ■ Controlling who you see or spend time with 

including friends and family.
 ■ Monitoring you digitally including text messages, 

social media, and email.
 ■ Accusing you of cheating and being jealous of 

outside relationships.
 ■ Taking or hiding your car keys.
 ■ Demanding to know where you are at all times or 

using GPS to track your every move.
 ■ Criticizing or making fun of your friends,          

family, and co-workers.
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Accusations of cheating or other signs of jealousy and  
possessiveness.

Constant checking or other attempts to control the 
other person’s behaviour.

Constantly arguing or opposing.

Criticism.

Gaslighting.

Isolating the individual from their family and friends.

Name-calling and verbal abuse.

Refusing to participate in the relationship.

Shaming or blaming.

Silent treatment.

Trivializing the other person’s concerns.

Withholding affection and attention.

Withholding important information

Other forms of abuse to get you to comply with their 
plan – physical, sexual, or financial.

Tactics of an Emotional Abuser:
Someone is consistently publicly humiliating another 
person.

Someone becoming withdrawn and isolated.

Cutting you off with no warning (they may not be 
allowed to see you).

Stopping all contact with you. 

Not having a phone, social media accounts, email 
accounts that they used to. 

The relationship is plagued by consistent arguments.
 
Gaslighting or consistently criticising another person 
in public. 

Someone is consistently checking in on that person 
– wanting to know where they are, who they are with 
and what they are doing. 

Someone is deliberately withholding affection – giving 
them the silent treatment. 

Someone consistently shouting and screaming at 
another person for no reason.

How to Spot Emotional Abuse?
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1. Recognize the abuse.
If you were able to identify any aspect of emotional 
abuse in your relationship, it is important to 
acknowledge that as it can help you understand what 
you need to do next and allow you to take control of 
your life again. 

2. Make Yourself a Priority.
Take care of your needs and put yourself first. Make 
sure you eat and rest properly. It will be scary, but it will 
help you to stop worrying about pleasing the person 
who is you and help you begin to lessen their control.

3. Establish Boundaries and be assertive.
Firmly tell the abusive person that they may no longer 
yell at you, call you names, insult you, be rude to you, 
and so on. Then, tell them what will happen if they 
choose to engage in this behaviour, for example you will 
leave the room and the conversation will be over. 

4. Stop Blaming Yourself.
You are not the problem. Stop blaming yourself for 
something you have no control over. It is not your fault. 
You don’t control the actions of another. 

HOW TO COPE WITH 
EMOTIONAL ABUSE?

5. Realize You Can’t Fix Them.
No matter how hard you try, unfortunately you will 
never be able to change an emotionally abusive person 
by doing something different or by being different. An 
abusive person makes a choice to behave abusively. The 
only thing you can fix, or control is your response.

6. Avoid Engaging with them.
If an abuser tries to start an argument with you, begins 
insulting you, demands things from you or rages with 
jealousy, do not try to make explanations, soothe their 
feelings, or make apologies for things you did not do. It 
is all about not giving them power and control over you. 
If you can and it is safe to do, simply walk away. 

7. Build a Support Network.
Talking about the abuse will always be challenging but 
speaking up and speaking loudly can help. Confide in 
a trusted friend, family member, or even a counsellor 
about what you are experiencing. Take time away from 
the abusive person as much as possible and spend time 
with people who love and support you. This will allow 
you to stop being isolated and they can help you gain 
perspective and, in some cases, help you escape. 

8. Work on an Exit Plan.
Every person’s situation is different. Make sure you 
discuss it with someone else, gather all your personal 
belongings and important documents in case you need 
to escape and make sure you have a place to escape 
to where you can’t be tracked down by your abuser. 
Depending on your situation, you may need to take 
steps to end the relationship. 
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Leaving an Emotionally Abusive 
Relationship 
Firstly, keeping a record of each incident, taking 
photographs of any physical harm to you, your home, 
or things you own and reporting each incident to your 
local police and doctor so they can keep a record is a 
good start. 

Make a safety plan in case you need to leave your home in 
an emergency, find a safe place to stay where your abuser 
can’t track you down.

Speak to a trusted, close friend, family member or even a 
counsellor about how you feel. This will give you a little 
perspective as behaviour you thought was normal may 
seem unreasonable to an outsider. If it is too dangerous 
to tell them write it down in a letter and give it to a 
trusted adult, friend, or family member.

Contact the police as coercive control within intimate 
and family relationships is a crime. Get professional help.

 ■ Give them time to open up.
 ■ Try to be direct. Say something like, ‘I’m worried about you because…’ or ‘I’m 

concerned about your safety…’.
 ■ Do not judge them or their partner – this may alienate them or make them feel 

ashamed.
 ■ Believe them – too often people do not believe a person when they disclose abuse.
 ■ Reassure them that the abuse is not their fault and that you are there for to help 

them.
 ■ Don’t tell or force them to leave or criticise them for staying – they have to make 

that decision by themselves.
 ■ Focus on supporting them and building up their confidence.
 ■ Help them develop or keep up with their outside contacts. 
 ■ Be patient. Leaving an abusive partner is a process. It can take time for a 

someone to recognise they are being abused and could take even longer to plan 
on how to proceed.

How to help someone who is being 
Emotionally Abused.

What help there is available?
Call the police on 999 if you or someone else is in immediate 

danger.

The National Domestic Violence Helpline
A freephone 24-hour helpline run in partnership by Refuge 

and Women’s Aid. It is a national service for women 
experiencing domestic violence, their family, friends, 

colleagues, and others calling on their behalf.

0808 200 0247 (24 hours)
helpline@refuge.org.uk and helpline@womensaid.org.

uk www.nationaldomesticviolencehelpline.org.uk

GALOP – National LGBT+ Domestic Abuse Helpline
Emotional and practical support for LGBT+ people 
experiencing domestic, emotional, or financial abuse. 

0800 999 5428 (Tuesday is a Trans* specific service)
help@galop.org.uk 

www.galop.org.uk/domesticabuse

Victim Support
Free and confidential support if you’ve suffered from any 

crime, with information and support for victims of domestic 
abuse, as well as specialist case workers. 

0808 16 89 111 (24 hours) 
www.victimsupport.org.uk 

Law Centres Network 
Centres which can offer free legal advice across the UK.

www.lawcentres.org.uk
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Financial abuse can be tough to recognise and accept. 
Many people who suffer from financial abuse don’t 
realise that it is happening to them. 

Financial abuse is not just about money. Put plainly, it 
is when someone has money or property stolen, is put 
under pressure in relation to money or other property 
or has money or other property misused or abused 
by someone else. Financial abuse can be inflicted by 
a partner, friend, family member, carer (including a 
professional healthcare carer), or volunteer. Financial 
abuse is extremely isolating; victims often become 
financially dependent on their abusers, which traps 
them in the relationship. 

WHAT IS 
FINANCIAL
ABUSE?

BY EMMA GILL
What does Financial Abuse look like?

 ■ Controlling someone’s bank accounts and not 
allowing them access or control

 ■ Borrowing money from someone and not paying 
them back

 ■ Stealing someone’s money or belongings
 ■ Taking pension payments or other benefits away 

from someone
 ■ Taking money as payment for visiting someone or 

spending time together
 ■ Forcing someone to sell their home or assets 

without their consent
 ■ Tricking someone into making bad investments
 ■ Forcing someone to make changes in their will, 

signing over property or inheritance
 ■ Stopping you from going to work or having a job
 ■ Stopping you from attending university and taking 

your student loans
 ■ Asking you to justify and account for everything you 

spend 
 ■ Taking out loans or credit cards in your name 

without your knowledge or permission
 ■ Placing all the bills in your name, without your 

knowledge or permission 

Tactics of a Financial Abuser:
 ■ Controlling and coercive behaviour 
 ■ Manipulation - claiming you are careless with your 

money, property or belongings and so you shouldn’t 
be trusted look after them

 ■ Gaslighting you to believe you have misplaced the 
money or already spent it

 ■ Limiting access to your finances
 ■ Forcing someone to engage in criminal activity such 

as shoplifting or fraud 
 ■ Controlling finances - allowing a person to only 

have an allowance
 ■ Taking your wages, benefits or allowances for 

themselves
 ■ Setting up an overdraft on your account 
 ■ Creating a joint account but not allowing you 

access
 ■ Other forms of abuse to get you to comply with 

their plan – physical, emotional, or sexual 
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How to spot Financial Abuse:
 ■ Unexplained money loss
 ■ Lack of money to pay for essentials such as rent, 

bills and food
 ■ Inability to access or check their bank accounts and 

bank balance
 ■ Changes or deterioration in standards of living - not 

having items they would normally have
 ■ Unusual or inappropriate purchases on bank 

statements
 ■ Isolation and withdrawal from friends and family
 ■ Lack of things you would expect someone to be 

able to afford e.g. TV, toiletries, clothing, food 

How to help someone who is being 
Financially Abused:

 ■ Give them time to open up
 ■ Try to be direct. Say something like, ‘I’m worried 

about you because…’ or ‘I’m concerned about your 
safety…’

 ■ Do not judge them or their partner – this may 
alienate them or make them feel ashamed

 ■ Believe them – too often people do not believe a 
person when they disclose abuse

 ■ Reassure them that the abuse is not their fault and 
that you are there to help them

 ■ Don’t tell or force them to leave or criticise them 
for staying – they have to make that decision by 
themselves

 ■ Focus on supporting them and building up their 
confidence 

 ■ Help them develop or keep up with their outside 
contacts

 ■ Be patient. Leaving an abusive partner is a process. 
It can take time for a someone to recognise they are 
being abused and could take even longer to plan out 
how to proceed
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LEAVING A FINANCIALLY 
ABUSIVE RELATIONSHIP 

1. Assess your financial situation
Prioritize financial security and other basics, if it is 
safe to do so you can quietly start building financial 
independence. Start by assessing your financial situation 
as it is better to be aware of what you have in your name 
and where you stand. Gather important documents or 
copies if it is safe to do so and try to keep them hidden. 
Examples include: your Birth Certificate, Driving 
License, pay slips or P45’s/P60’s, Bank Statements, 
National Insurance Number, and any documents 
proving ownership of any belongings.
 
2. Set up a way to communicate privately
You will need a safe way to correspond with financial 
institutions, support groups and friends and family. Set 
up a new, private email account, and get a new phone 
number. 

Firstly, keeping a record of each incident, taking 
photographs of any physical harm to you, your home 
or things you own and reporting each incident to your 
local police and doctor so they can keep a record is a 
good start. Make a safety plan in case you need to leave 
your home in an emergency and find a safe place to stay 
where your abuser can’t track you down. 

 
3. Open a bank account
Open accounts that your abusive partner won’t know 
about, try using a different bank or a different account 
to start building your savings and apply for a credit card 
to improve your credit health. Use your new address or 
that of a trusted friend or family member for the account 
or request that all communication from the bank be 
emailed to your secret email address.
 
4. Analyse your credit score
Your credit report can give you important information 
about your household finances, from bank account 
balances to debt owed. More importantly, you can 
find out where you stand when it comes to your credit 
history, since having good credit will make it easier for 
you to rent an apartment, get a credit card and take 
other steps to start a new life.
 
5. Start building your credit history
If your partner has accumulated a debt in your name 
through stealing your identity, you can dispute it with 
the credit bureaus once it’s safe to do so. After you’ve 
left, consider freezing your credit to ensure it’s protected 
against your abuser’s fraud.
 
6. Get help
Get help to leave the situation you’re in (if you want it), 
somewhere to escape to, someone to keep an escape bag 
for you, someone to help look after the children while 
you get yourself sorted.  Get help for your emotional and 
mental health; there is nothing to be ashamed of. Get 
help for any physical injuries that you may have - this can 
also be used as evidence in any legal case.  Get financial 
help through the bank or by loaning money from family 
and/or friends to help you get back on your feet. 

7. Establish a budget you can stick to
Once you’re able to escape, having a budget that you 
can work with will be a key part of maintaining financial 
freedom.
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What help there is available?
Call the police on 999 if you or someone else is in immediate 

danger

The National Domestic Violence Helpline
 A freephone 24-hour helpline run in partnership by Refuge 

and Women’s Aid. It is a national service for women 
experiencing domestic violence, their family, friends, 

colleagues and others calling on their behalf.

0808 200 0247 (24 hours)
helpline@refuge.org.uk and helpline@womensaid.org.uk 

www.nationaldomesticviolencehelpline.org.uk

GALOP – National LGBT+ Domestic Abuse Helpline
Emotional and practical support for LGBT+ people 
experiencing domestic, emotional or financial abuse. 

0800 999 5428 (Tuesday is a Trans* specific service)
 help@galop.org.uk 

www.galop.org.uk/domesticabuse

Victim Support
Free and confidential support if you’ve suffered from any 

crime, with information and support for victims of domestic 
abuse, as well as specialist case workers. 

0808 16 89 111 (24 hours) 
www.victimsupport.org.uk 

Law Centres Network 
Centres which can offer free legal advice across the UK

www.lawcentres.org.uk

Credit Reference Agencies
You can receive a free credit report to understand more about 
your own credit rating and all the financial services products 

held in your name 

www.equifax.co.uk 
www.experian.co.uk 
www.callcredit.co.uk

Banks and Building Societies all have their own policies on 
dealing confidentially with claims of financial abuse and they 

can help you regain control of your finances.
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BOOKS THAT 
HELP WITH 
THE TRAUMA 
OF SEXUAL 
ASSAULT

@jrbsbookshelf – Bookstagram account

Sometimes, as survivors, the last thing we want to do 
is talk deeply about our experiences. Counsellors and 
therapists, GPs, family members and friends sometimes 
feel to invasive to approach and therefore it doesn’t 
always help us personally. Equally, not everybody knows 
how it feels or how to deal with victim’s pain from 
trauma and therefore struggle to seek out the correct 
ways in which to help. 

A really effective way for me to come to terms with 
my experience of sexual assault was to read. Reading 
allowed me to open up a personal relationship with the 
words of the authors; educating me, relating to me, 
telling me it’s okay and constantly reminding me that it 
was not my fault and it therefore allows us to feel free 
with our feelings without feeling on guard talking about 
them in person. I have selectively picked some of my 
personal favourite books that allowed me to heal and 
move on, to share with anyone who ever needs it.
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This book is a memoir 
about the author, 
Emilie Pine, where she 
confronts her experiences 
of alcoholism, divorce, 
eating disorders, drugs 
and abuse, infertility, loss 

and sexual violence. The most informing part of Pine’s 
story for me was the fact that she hadn’t truly realized 
the impact of her assault until her thirties. This is so 
important to understand because a lot of victims of 
assault are women who were unsure or unaware of it 
at the time, until many years later and then suddenly 
they’re coping with their trauma much later in their 
lives. Within her life, when she was younger, she speaks 
of abusing alcohol and drugs, rebelling and how she 
realized that she was using these bad things in order 

NOTE TO SELF
BY EMILIE PINE

to bury and suppress her pain and trauma. Pine was a 
woman who just simply wanted to be happy in her body, 
in her life and she constantly wondered why she couldn’t 
achieve this until one day she found the strength in 
herself to allow her to be. She was in control of herself; 
therefore she was in control of her happiness. 

“And then I realize this story doesn’t start, or end, where 
I thought it did There’s no one moment of origin I 
can easily point to. The chronology is too fraught, and 
doesn’t form year by year, following simple landmarks. 
So this may not make sense all the time. But it’s what 
I’ve got.” (Notes To Self, 2018, P. 137)

Within these beautifully haunting essays, they unlocked 
relief and freedom from such traumatic events that she 
had experienced – writing this book allowed her to open 
a door to letting go and moving on instead of feeling 
trapped in her pain from the past. A lot of us tend to 
deal with pain and trauma, particularly in relation to 
assault, by not dealing with it at all and that essentially 
can make it feel worse much later down the line. Pine 
reflects on the importance of dealing with trauma and 
also the traumas that come with being a woman – how 
woman can be treated and somewhat neglected in 
many areas of life. This book taught me to not be so 
hard on myself; the expectations of woman today are so 
ridiculously high that they cannot always be reached and 
Emilie certainly shows you that you don’t need them. 
She was honest and real about her experiences and was 
open enough to confess that she still felt humiliated to 
admit that she still felt tainted by these things today; 
but I think that in itself is okay and makes a person so 
powerful. This journey in the words of Emilie Pine 
were unbeatably beautiful, raw and real. I was fulfilled 
by every page and it was so relatable in so many ways, 
sending such an important message to many women out 
there to not be ashamed of who they are, as victims and 
survivors, and that it does not define you. 
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This book is a really 
insightful, fictional 
story that focuses on 
the character April 
who suffers from severe 
trauma of rape from a 
previous relationship with 

an abusive ex-boyfriend. To me, the topic of assault 
within relationships has been generalised within society 
so much so that not all victims have been able to get 
the help they deserve, have been disbelieved and also 
told that their assault did not count because of this. 
Within this story, Bourne reminds us that this is not 
the case and that rape or assault within relationships 
is something that needs to be recognised rather than 
argued against. In the story, April shows many signs of 
her inability to be able to maintain relationships because 

PRETENDING
BY HOLLY BOURNE of her trauma from the assault and therefore creates 

what she believes is the ‘ideal’ woman, called Gertrude. 
April’s creation of Gertrude is considered to be a woman 
who every man can fall in love with because she is not 
overly emotional or high-maintenance. April decides to 
date a man named Joshua pretending to be Gertrude 
to use as a mask to hide her own trauma and the flaws 
that she thinks would put him off herself, as April. As 
the story unfolds she eventually realises that she can’t 
keep living this lie and that she wanted to tell Joshua the 
truth, whilst also facing her own: she needed help. Due 
to the fact that she works for a helpline, her own trauma 
begins to affect her work-life after hearing other victims 
stories, as they trigger her own memories of assault.  
This book gives you a glimpse of what it can be like for a 
survivor of assault whom just wants to move on with her 
life, buries her trauma and sees how it restricts her in her 
relationships when not dealt with healthily. 

Not only does Bourne write about the forms of trauma 
experienced through sexual assault, she also shows 
the development of April when she finally gives in to 
her demons and learns that she needs help. We see a 
survivor, truly survive by seeing a counsellor consistently 
and she even joins a kick-boxing club for survivors of 
assault. Though this is a fictional novel, it sends a real-
life message that trauma needs to be worked through 
in order to truly move on; the difficulties of trusting 
yourself and others in relationships because of it and 
also, despite April’s open and aggressive hatred for all 
men, she realises that it is not all men; they are not all the 
same and therefore does not let her assault stop her from 
falling in love, moving on and healing for her life after.

“I’d just like to start by quickly thanking all woman, 
everywhere. Whenever I think about this book, and 
everything I read, everyone I spoke to, every painful 
secret that was whispered to me, I tear up when I 
realise the sheer strength of us. If your story is anything 
like April’s story then I wish you peace, I wish you 
recovery, I wish you love. I hope I did her story justice.” 
(Pretending, 2020, p.421)
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When reading this 
novel, you will notice 
the interesting format of 
which she has written 
it. The words were not 
placed in an ordinary 
novel-reading placement 

but more experimentally placed all over the pages. It 
looked manic, messy with words everywhere, falling 
across the pages. Though it may seem strange at first, 
it becomes clearly evident that this layout reflects the 
mind of someone who has suffered from assault. The 
random worries, the increased emotions and panic 
that goes through a person of assaults brain every day 
is reflected to the female character in Watson’s book. I 
think projecting this format in the life of a survivor was 
an exteremely effective and clever way to portray how 

LITTLE SCRATCH
BY REBECCA WATSON

a person who is dealing with trauma must be feeling 
mentally. This allows the reader, whether they can relate 
or whether they are trying to educate themselves, form 
some kind of understanding.

I wouldn’t class this book as a story, but more of a 
snippet. Though short fiction, it is just as strong at 
portraying the message behind this book to readers. 
Another interesting factor is that this woman has to 
suffer in silence; too afraid to say anything due to the fact 
that her own boss was her abuser. To me this is another 
example of sexual assault that falls through the cracks of 
society, leaving woman unemployed, sexually harassed 
and silenced every single day because of it. Watson also 
touches on the fact that this character cannot tell her 
partner what happened to her.

“oh god how could I tell him, how could I possibly tell 
him what good would that do, what on earth would that 
do but crush him dull him, those eyes, dull those eyes to 
nothing, no I’ll get better   quietly, get better, new job, 
first, get out of there first, let it all fade, slowly, fade, fade 
and then ill be me!” (Little Scratch, 2021, p.172)

Watson’s novel is really educational for anyone who 
feels that they need an insight into the head of someone 
of assault, in order to try and understand and support 
them. Sometimes, if someone isn’t talking about their 
experience, it’s not always because they don’t want too 
but more because they feel like they can’t; a constant 
battle with themselves on whether to say something or 
not. Equally, it can be just as confusing for a victim if 
they are unsure of their situation – they may feel like they 
need reassurance however because they would need to 
speak up in order to gain it, they continue to be quiet.
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This is a memoir based 
on a true story about a 
major case that happened 
between Emily Doe 
(Chanel Miller) and 
Brock Turner in 2015. 
Miller reflects on every 
single part of her assault, 
case and the aftermath 
from beginning to end in 
complete honest detail. 
Miller was drunk and 
unconscious when she 
was seen by two men 
who chased down Brock 
Turner after seeing 
him abusing Miller. 
Unfortunately, Miller 
couldn’t remember 
anything and she 
explained how much this 
affected her case because 
Turner ended up being 
able to tell her story. Her 
personal life felt invaded 
though her real name was 
not yet used at the time. 
They praised Turner 
as he was a successful 

student and had a bright future; clarifying how much of 
a shame it was for someone to be put away for a drunken 
mistake. Miller defends her side of the story throughout 
the entire book. His ‘drunken mistake’ was something 
that destroyed her life. She argued how she found it 
apalling that it was clear she was not conscious, yet the 
courts still argued against her, that she had consented. 
At the time of this case, there was a lot of public scrutiny 
and uproar. Miller wasn’t thinking too much about 
how it would feel or look for anyone involved in the 

KNOW MY NAME
BY CHANEL MILLER

case when she wrote this, she wanted to be heard for 
everything that she went through. Writing this book 
allowed her to heal and begin to move on with her life. 

“For years, the crime of sexual assault depended on our 
silence. The fear of knowing what happened if we spoke. 
Society gave us one thousand reasons; don’t speak if you 
lack evidence, if it happened too long ago, if you were 
drunk, if the man is powerful, if you’ll face blowback, if it 
threatens your safety.” (Know My Name, 2019, p. 377)

Miller’s words, the power within her sentences, her 
beautiful metaphorical descriptions are what stuck with 
me. I related to so many of the feelings and experiences 
that she went through and I felt so much stronger when 
I finished reading this book. I personally listened to this 
book on Audible as Chanel Miller narrates her entire 
book which hit me in a different way. She reminds us 
that laws can be changed if you fight for yourself, that 
people love and support you even when you couldn’t at 
the time and that no matter what, she will never let this 
person define her life. As an educational viewpoint, it’s 
really interesting to see how the justice system works 
with sexual assault and rape cases. It is clear how we 
can see why so many people of assault tend to avoid 
taking it to the police or going through court because 
of the scrutiny that gets put upon the victim. Chanel 
constantly asks why? Why does the man who is good 
at school suddenly have a stronger case against the fact 
that he assaulted her? Why does the justice system need 
to know how much we drank, what we were wearing, 
who kissed who etc? Miller was not satisfied with this, 
neither would I be, and she fights for her justice in this 
book with extremely eye-opening sentences of strength. 
This book is a great reminder for people of assault that 
you are not alone, you are believed and you deserve to 
live a safe and happy life.

“The saddest thing about these cases, beyond the 
crimes themselves, are the degrading things the victim 
begins to believe about her being. My hope it to undo 
these beliefs. I say her, but whether you are a man, 
transgender, non-conforming, however you choose 
to identify and exist in this world, if your life has been 
touched by sexual violence, I seek to protect you.” 
(Know My Name, 2019, p. Viii)
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“For the real-life Dolores 
Hazes and Vanessa Wyes 
whose stories have not yet 
been heard, believed or 
understood.” (My Dark 
Vanessa, 2020)

This is a fictional story that focuses on the character 
Vanessa, who was at school when she was approached 
by her English teacher named Professor Strane. 
Eventually, the developed a sexual relationship in secret, 
until other new reports from other girls were coming 
forward. This book looks at any interesting view point 
of a victim who has been taken advantage of, who has 
been assaulted by someone who is far too old for her 
creating a major case of paedophilia, yet she doesn’t 
believe it at all. Vanessa’s character is a character that 

MY DARK VANESSA
BY KATE ELIZABETH RUSSELL

represents a lot of women who deny their assaults 
and truly do not realise that they have been assaulted. 
We see a common case of a man getting away with 
sexual abuse on his students for many years and these 
students, including Vanessa, never getting justice. 
I think it’s important to recognise that justice is not 
always served – as much as we would like to believe 
it, it is not. Secondly, manipulation can be a major act 
in a lot of relationships with people whether that be 
a relationship, friendship or in context to the book, a 
teacher-student relationship. The character Strane is a 
master manipulator and convinces Vanessa that they are 
in a committed relationship which is why Vanessa never 
thinks to turn against him.

One thing I really appreciated about this book is the 
author’s thorough research. In the acknowledgements 
she expressed how many years it took her to make 
this story right. Russell researched, planned and 
reconstructed her story many times and I appreciate 
the effort that she went through to tell this story; a story 
that stands for many other real-life survivor’s stories and 
putting it out there for the world to read. 

This book is another example of how victims may not 
let themselves deal with trauma and therefore it comes 
back to them a few years later which makes it ten times 
more painful. But it is also an example of how survivors 
can move forward, they can have a better life and there is 
still hope in the world.

“But I want to stress that this novel you hold in your 
hands is just one story, written by one author. Other 
stories of abuse, survival, complicity and victimhood 
are yet to be written and read. And while i did my best 
to delve deep into these complicated issues shaping 
Vanessa’s experience, there are more questions to 
grapple with. There are so many more voices to be 
heard and we need to hear their stories.” (My Dark 
Vanessa, 2020, p. 377)
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Dear sister is a book 
that has been written 
in the format of letters 
by survivors of sexual 
violence. This book was 
created in order to help 

survivors heal and move forward. One of the most 
important things as a survivor to realise is, that they 
are not alone and this is a pure example of that. Every 
letter expresses a different woman’s lessons, memories 
and words of support stemmed by the common bond 
that they share being survivors of sexual assault. It’s 
important to mention that this book doesn’t just 
focus on one type of women; we see many types being 
students, mothers, activists, writers and artists. We 
see multi-generations and multi-ethnic collections of 

DEAR SISTER
EDITED BY LISA FACTORA-BORCHERS AND INTRODUCED BY AISHAH SHAHIDAH SIMMONS

voices portrayed through an epistolary format to spread 
love and healing into other minds that have suffered. 
Though this book has a lot of heavy content, it is all 
about consent even when reading it. You can say no and 
put the book down when you feel like you need too and 
you can read on as much as you wish, which is made 
clear in the book. Amongst that, we see many themes of 
feminism, love, spirituality, gender, love, disability and 
justice and the issues that come about.

“It wasn’t your fault; it was never your fault. You did 
nothing wrong. Hold this tight to your heart; it wasn’t 
your fault.” (Dear Sister, 2014, p.7)

This book is a hand to hold; it is a constant reminder 
that you are not alone; that you are heard; that you are 
believed and I think it is extremely moving that someone 
created this book for survivors of sexual assault with the 
intention of helping them move forward.

“I am writing to you, Dear Sister, to tell you I am out 
here. That we are out here, all of us. We are walking 
wounded who lived through it and are often confused 
and lonely. Yes, just like you.” (Dear Sister, 2014, p.7)
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A list of resources compiled by Disgraceful Magazine 
for victims of (and individuals who wish to learn 
more about) sexual assault, sexual harrassment, rape, 
domestic violence/abuse and other forms of gendered 
violence and the resulting trauma. 

RESOURCES 
LIST
RESOURCES 
LIST Anxiety UK

Charity providing support if you have been diagnosed with an anxiety 
condition. 
Phone. 03444 775 774 (Monday to Friday, 9.30am to 5.30pm)  
Website. www.anxietyuk.org.uk

Beat
Phone. 0808 801 0677 or 0808 801 0711 (for under-18s)
Website. www.b-eat.co.uk

CALM
CALM is the Campaign Against Living Miserably. A charity 
providing a mental health helpline and webchat.
Phone. 0800 58 58 58 (daily, 5pm to midnight)
Website. www.thecalmzone.net

Cruse Bereavement Care
Phone. 0808 808 1677 (Monday to Friday, 9am to 5pm)
Website. www.cruse.org.uk

From Report to Court
A handbook for adult survivors of sexual violence by Rights of 
Women. This booklet has been written to provide information and 
support to people who have experienced sexual violence, as well as to 
their families, friends and the organisations that support them. The 
handbook explains the different stages of the legal process.
Phone. 020 7251 8887 (Free helpline, open Tuesdays 7pm-9pm)
Website. https://rightsofwomen.org.uk/get-information/criminal-law/
report-court-handbook-adult-survivors-sexual-violence/

WEBSITES AND HELPLINES
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Galop
Galop is the LGBT+ anti-violence charity, providing support for all 
LGBT+ people who have experienced hate crimes, domestic abuse or 
sexual violence. They provide a welcome, inclusive and safe space to 
talk, whatever your sexual orientation or gender identity.
Website. http://www.galop.org.uk

LGBT+ Hate Crime Helpline
Phone. 020 7704 2040 (Open Monday-Friday, 10am-4pm)

Men’s Health Forum
24/7 stress support for men by text, chat and email.
Website. www.menshealthforum.org.uk

Mind
Promotes the views and needs of people with mental health problems.
Phone. 0300 123 3393 (Monday to Friday, 9am to 6pm)
Website. www.mind.org.uk

National Domestic Abuse Helpline
Phone. 0808 2000 247 (Open 24 hours a day, 7 days a week)

National Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual and Trans+ 
Domestic Abuse Helpline
Phone. 0800 999 5428 (Lines are open Monday-Friday 10am-5pm and 
Wednesday-Thursday 10am-8pm)

OCD UK
A charity run by people with OCD, for people with OCD. Includes 
facts, news and treatments.
Phone. 0333 212 7890 (Monday to Friday, 9am to 5pm)
Website. www.ocduk.org

PAPYRUS
Young suicide prevention society.
Phone. HOPElineUK 0800 068 4141 (9am to midnight, every day of 
the year)
Website. www.papyrus-uk.org

Rape Crisis national freephone helpline
Phone. 0808 802 9999 (Lines are open 12-2:30pm and 7-9:30pm every 
day of the year)

Samaritans
Confidential support for people experiencing feelings of distress or 
despair.
Phone. 116 123 (free 24-hour helpline)
Website. www.samaritans.org.uk

SANE
Emotional support, information and guidance for people affected by 
mental illness, their families and carers. 
Textcare. comfort and care via text message, sent when the person 
needs it most: www.sane.org.uk/textcare
Peer support forum. www.sane.org.uk/supportforum
Website. www.sane.org.uk/support

Shout
Shout 85258 is the UK’s first free, confidential, 24/7 text support 
service. It’s a place to go if you’re struggling to cope and need mental 
health support.
Website. https://giveusashout.org/ 

Suzy Lamplugh Trust
The mission of the Suzy Lamplugh Trust is to reduce the risk of 
violence and aggression through campaigning, education and support. 
The trust was started in memory of 25-year-old Suzy Lamplugh, who 
disappeared in 1986 while working as an estate agent. The Trust 
also run The National Stalking Helpline and provide personal safety 
advice for lone workers.
Phone. 0808 802 0300 (National Stalking Helpline)
Website. https://www.suzylamplugh.org/Pages/FAQs/Category/
stalking

The Havens
The Havens are specialist centres in London for people who have 
been raped or sexually assaulted.
Phone. 020 3299 6900 (Phone number for urgent advice/
appointments)
Website. https://www.thehavens.org.uk
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The Survivor’s Trust
The Survivor’s Trust is the largest umbrella agency for specialist 
rape and sexual abuse services in the UK. They provide information, 
advice, support and therapy to over 80,000 individuals each year
Phone. 08088 010818 (free helpline)
Website. https://www.thesurvivorstrust.org

Victim Support
Victim Support is an independent charity dedicated to supporting 
victims of crime and traumatic incidents in England and Wales. They 
provide specialist help to support people to cope and recover to the 
point where they feel they are back on track with their lives. 
Phone. 0808 1689 111 (Freephone supportline)
Website. https://www.victimsupport.org.uk

Women’s Aid
Women’s Aid is the national charity working to end domestic abuse 
against women and children. They empower survivors by keeping 
their voices at the heart of the charity’s work, working with and 
for women and children by listening to them and responding to 
their needs. The Women’s Aid website has multiple resources for 
individuals experiencing abuse, including an online live chat, the 
option to directly email a support worker, an online forum where 
users can speak to other survivors of domestic abuse, and a survivor’s 
handbook.
Website. https://www.womensaid.org.uk

YoungMinds
Information on child and adolescent mental health. Services for 
parents and professionals.
Phone. Parents’ helpline 0808 802 5544 (Monday to Friday, 9.30am 
to 4pm)
Website. www.youngminds.org.uk

Whole Again: Healing Your Heart and Rediscovering Your True Self After 
Toxic Relationships and Emotional Abuse
by MacKenzie Jackson

Liar Liar: Breaking the Silence on Sexual Assault
by Laurie Katz

Stronger. Braver. Wiser. How My #MeToo Story Helped Me Thrive
by Jennifer Potter

Why Does He Do That?: Inside the Minds of Angry and Controlling Men
by Lundy Bancroft

No Visible Bruises: What We Don’t Know About Domestic Violence Can 
Kill Us
by Rachel Louise Snyder

What Happened to You?: Conversations on Trauma, Resilience, and 
Healing [Coming 29th April 2021] 
by Oprah Winfrey and Dr. Bruce Perry

You Too?: 25 Voices Share Their #MeToo Stories
by Janet Gurtler

She Said: Breaking the Sexual Harassment Story That Helped Ignite a 
Movement
by Jodi Kantor and Megan Twohey

Know My Name: The Survivor of the Stanford Sexual Assault Case Tells 
Her Story
by Chanel Miller

BOOKS

126 127

Unspoken



PODCASTS
Shatterproof: Thriving After Domestic Abuse.
A survivor-created podcast about changing yourself after abuse “from 
the inside-out.” Creator Mickie Zada interviews survivors about how 
they reinvented themselves after escaping an abusive partner. 

The Survivor’s Guide to Life.
Self-care is so vitally important during and after escaping abuse. Learn 
how to foster resilience in yourself with this podcast from two life 
coaches and mentors.

Spotlight: The Podcast for the Domestic Abuse Sector.
Interviews with advocates and experts on important domestic violence 
issues like support for LGBT survivors and how homelessness and 
abuse intersect.

Happy Place by Fearne Cotton.
Fearne Cotton talks to incredible people about life, love, loss, and 
everything in-between as she reveals what happiness means to them.

Unlocking Us with Brené Brown.
Brené Brown has spent over 20 years studying the emotions and 
experiences that bring meaning and purpose to our lives, and if there’s 
one thing she’s learned it’s this: we are hardwired for connection, and 
connecting requires courage, vulnerability, and conversation. This is a 
podcast that’s real, unpolished, honest, and reflects both the magic and 
the messiness of what it means to be human.

Anything Goes with Emma Chamberlain.
Emma has a LOT on her mind. Good thing she has a podcast to 
talk about it all. Appropriately named, anything really does do on 
this podcast. Thoughts, conversations, and advice on topics from 
relationships and dealing with failure, to the trials and tribulations of 
being a cat mom, and ridiculous stories with friends we can all relate to.

The Receipts Podcast. 
The Receipts Podcast is a fun, honest podcast fronted by three 
girls who are willing to talk about anything and everything. From 
relationships to situationships to everyday life experiences, you can 
expect unadulterated girl talk with no filter.

MENTAL HEATH APPS
Catch It
Helps learn to manage negative thoughts and look at problems 
differently. “Learn how to manage feelings like anxiety and depression 
with Catch It. The app will teach you how to look at problems in a 
different way, turn negative thoughts into positive ones and improve 
your mental wellbeing.”

Who is it suitable for?
Catch It is for anyone who struggles with feelings like anxiety, 
depression, anger and confusion.

How do I access it?
Catch It is free to download from the App Store and Google Play.

Chill Panda
The app uses breathing techniques to help you relax more, worry less 
and feel better overall.

The NHS website says: “Learn to relax, manage your worries and 
improve your wellbeing with Chill Panda. “The app measures your 
heart rate and suggests tasks to suit your state of mind. Tasks include 
simple breathing techniques and light exercises to take your mind off 
your worries.”

Who is it suitable for?
Chill Panda is for children and adults who want to learn how to 
manage stress and worry and feel better.

How do I access it?
Chill Panda is free to download from the App Store and Google Play. 
The app works with mobile devices that have a camera.

Cove
Create music to reflect emotions like joy, sadness and anger, to help 
express how you feel. Create music to capture your mood and express 
how you feel with the Cove app. Instead of words, create music to 
reflect emotions like joy, sadness, calm and anger. You can store your 
music in a personal journal, or send them to someone and let the music 
do the talking.”

Who is it suitable for?
Cove is for anyone who wants to express through music what they 
might struggle to say with words.

How do I access it?
Cove is free to download from the App Store.
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distrACT
Quick and discreet access to information and advice about self-harm 
and suicidal thoughts. “The distrACT app gives you easy, quick and 
discreet access to information and advice about self-harm and suicidal 
thoughts. The content has been created by doctors and experts in self-
harming and suicide prevention.”

Who is it suitable for?
Anyone over the age of 17 who’s concerned about self-harming.

How do I access it?
distrACT is free to download from the App Store and 
Google Play

ART AND MENTAL HEATH 
CHARITIES
Corearts
 
Corearts is a charitable organisation that was formed over twenty 
years ago to help improve the lives of people suffering serious mental 
health problems. By using art and creativity Corearts is helping break 
down the barriers and prejudices that surround those suffering from 
mental health problems.

https://corearts.co.uk/
https://twitter.com/corearts
 

The Art Room 
The Art Room provides personnel who are expert in the fields of 
teaching, art, psychotherapy, drama therapy and many other areas 
in the social and creative fields. These experts work with children 
between the ages of 5-16 who are suffering from a range of mental 
and social disorders and need some special care and attention to help 
raise their confidence and self-esteem. The Art Room has created an 
environment where children experiencing learning difficulties, autism 
spectrum disorders, or other forms of social deprivation, can flourish 
and “learn and achieve through art”.

https://www.theartroom.org.uk 
https://twitter.com/TheArtRoomUK 

Reflections Art in Health
Art in Health works with people who suffer from mental health issues. 
The charity that was formed in 2011 aims to promote the creative 
talents of people who have suffered or are suffering mental distress 
and to help them recover by releasing their creativity. Their work is 
directed towards influencing national policy on art and mental health 
specifically, and health care involving art in general.

https://breakthroughmhart.com 
https://twitter.com/Reflections9
 
 

Creative Response
Creative Response is a charity founded to assist people suffering from 
mental health and substance abuse issues. Established in 1993, they 
use performance and visual arts as therapy to encourage vulnerable 
people to rise above and free themselves from fears and feelings 
holding them back and inhibiting their progress. They achieve this by 
encouraging those vulnerable people to partake in all forms of visual 
and performing arts. These arts include drawing, sculpture among 
others, plus performance art such as dance, drama and filmmaking.

https://www.creativeresponsearts.org
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OUTRO
THANK YOU Before reading this, you might have 

found conversations around your 
experiences or the subjects of assault, 
abuse, and the negative experiences 
of womanhood impossible to talk 
about, but our aim was to help you find 
liberty and solidarity within the stories, 
experiences, and poetry lived and shared 
by our brave contributors.

We hope that the pages of this magazine 
will offer the comfort of knowing that 
you’re not alone, that there is help out 
there, that people will believe you, and 
that there are places you can turn to for 
guidance and support, even if it is just 
within these pages. 

Finally, everyone here at Disgraceful 
hopes that Unspoken will spark 
conversations. We have spoken and we 
hope you will too. 

If you have found any of the content or 
subjects triggering, then please reach 
out! We are here for you. 

Alternatively, please check out 
Unspoken’s resources list for helplines 
and support.  
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