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ThefirstthingIthoughtwas;“Iwonderwhotookthe
picture?”I’mstillso,soangrywithmyselffornot
askingher.

2002.Iwas14.Thedayswhendialupinternetconnectionswerestillcommon
andtheInternetwasslooowww.Imagescouldtakeliterallyminutestodownload,
arrivingblockbyblockfromthetopleftcornertobottomright.

Thepicture‘anna’sentmeofherselfrevealeditselflikethat.Thetopofablonde
headandsomeofablurry,indistinctbackground.Herhairgotlongerastheimage
loaded.Blueeyesandaslightsmile.Icouldseeherwholefacenow.Thenextline
startedtoappear.Icouldn’tmakeoutwhatIwaslookingat.Thewhitefabricof
at-shirtover‘anna’s’shoulders,butsomethingskincolouredinfrontofthemtoo.
Tensecondslater,moreoftheimagehaddownloaded.Irealisedtheskincoloured
thingswereherhandspullinguphertop.D’uh.“Iwonderwhotookthepicture?You
needyourhandstouseawebcam.“

OncefullydownloadedIcouldseeahighquality(by2002standards)pictureof
ayoungwomankneelingwideandlowonabed.Shewaswearingashorttartan
skirt,whitekneehighstockings,andliftinghert-shirt,exposingherbreastsand
stomachtothecamera.I’mprettysureshewaswearingamulticolouredbracelet
onherrightwrist.Ican’tremember.

Iwasprettysuretherewasnowayitwastakenwithawebcam.Anddefinitely
notawebcamfrom2002.Still,Iknew‘anna’wellenough.We’dbeentalkingdaily
onAOLInstantMessenger(AIM)forwelloveraweekatthatpoint.Perhapsshe
hadanex-boyfriendshe’dnottoldmeaboutyet.Perhapshe’dtakenthepicture?
Perhapsshedidmodellingandhadn’ttoldmeaboutit?Aweekisn’ttimeenough
tolearneverythingaboutaperson,evena16yearold,right?Perhapsperhaps
perhaps.

ASaviour?

In2002‘anna’seemedlikethefirstproperlygoodthingthathadhappenedtothe
14yearoldboyIusedtobeinwhatfeltlikealong,longtime.

I’dbeenatanewschoolforaboutayear.I’dnotmadeanyfriends.Theboywho
bulliedmethroughoutprimaryschoolhappenedtobeatmynewschool.Hewas
popularandmorethanhappytopickupwherewe’dleftoffafewyearsagowith
abunchofreinforcements.Totheirdelight,Iwasfatnow.Perhapsthegreatestof
socialsins?Veryquicklyitbecamesociallytoxic,andfranklydangerousforother
kidstobearoundme.Ihadnofriendsatmynewschool.
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I hadn’t been popular at my previous school, but I’d had a tight friend group.
Including some kids I’d known since my very first day of school a decade or so ago.
However, shortly after I’d left they had a massive falling out, and by not wanting
to pick sides, I tried to pick both. Consequently neither side wanted anything to do
with me anymore. I had no friends.

Around this, the business my parents had started a few years back was failing.
They were in all sorts of legal and financial trouble. My already abusive mother
became drunk and more abusive. My dad was all but absent as he tried to hold
things together.

I was scared to go to school. I was scared to come home. I was almost totally
alone.

Refuges

Our family PCwas hidden away in a little cold room at the back of our house. When
I wasn’t banned from the PC, I liked to go on a particular AOL chatroom that was
bundled with the AOL software we used to get online. Consequently I discovered
AIM. With AIM, anyone could message anyone. You didn’t need to be friends. You
just needed someone’s username. It wasn’t uncommon to get random messages
and speak to complete strangers on it, though most conversations never went past
“a/s/l?1 wot u doin? not much lol”.

So when a kind stranger called ‘anna’, who turned out to be super interested
in me messaged me out of the blue on AIM, I was primed for grooming. Little did
‘anna’ know, she couldn’t have found an easier victim.

Oh, and one final thing that made this even easier for ‘anna’? I had a crush on
a girl at school I’d never spoken to called Anna. There’s no way ‘anna’ could have
known that. I’d never told anyone. But nevertheless, I secretly hoped it was Anna
from school.

Reading back these past few paragraphs I worry I’m trying to make excuses
for myself for being groomed. That if I’d been in a happier place, it wouldn’t have
happened. As if this was the only acceptable situation in which I could have fallen
victim. Perhaps I’m trying to protect my past self? He needed protecting. But there’s
no acceptable situation. It wouldn’t matter if I’d been the happiest kid in the world.
If you’re groomed, it wasn’t your fault. It wasn’t my fault. These fuckers set out to
trick, manipulate, and abuse kids. It’s all on them. Mainly though, I just want you
to know how vulnerable I was, because all of the above details are important for
what comes later.

1a/s/l was early Internet lingo for “Age? Sex? Location?”
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writing about this experience only cements my desire for anarchy. For feminism.
For youth liberation. For school abolition. And yes, the fear that fills the hearts of
rapists when we start talking about killing them.
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YearslaterwhenIrealisedI’dbeenmanipulatedbyapederastandthatthe
photosandvideoI’dbeenmadetotakewerelikelysomewhereonline,Iwaswell
pastthemostdevastatingpsychologicaleffects.Iconsoledmyselfthatnoonewould
everrecognisemesinceIwasnowanadult,andthatcamerasweresomuchhigher
qualitynownoonewouldwantmyshittywebcampicturesanymore.PerhapsI’m
wrong.Idon’tknow.Idon’tknowhowpederastsliketocollectorkeeptheirchild
sexualabusematerial.Idon’tknowwhatcountsas“goodquality”childsexual
abusematerial.Ihatehavingtowonderaboutit.Igobackandforthonbeingglad
14yearoldmewasprotectedfromthat,anddisgustedforhimthattheymightstill
beoutthere.ButIdigress.

PatriarchyWillNeverBeSated

Peoplehavebeenrapedinpersonformillenia.Themajorityofvictimshavebeen,
andstillare,womenandgirls.Thisisabsolutelyreflectedinthestatisticsforde-
tected“self-generatedimagery”.Butsocietyatlargeisstillnotevenclosetothe
pointofbelievinganyonewhentheysaytheywereraped,ortrustingthemwhen
theynametheirrapists.Letaloneallowingthemtodosomethingabouttheirrapists.
ItmustbelefttoTheAuthoritytodecide.

If“IwasrapedbyXatlocationYondateZ”isn’tcurrentlyenoughtomakeother
peoplebelieveyouwereraped,letalonetobelieveyouwhenyoutellthemwhoX
is.WhatchancedoIandotherslikemehavewhenallwecansayis“Iwasraped
by‘anna’onAIM“.

Sure,nowadaysit’sabiteasierforlawenforcementtogetchatlogsandbits
ofdatafromsocialmediacompanies.Buteveryrapistisacopwithoutabadge
andeverycopisarapistwithabadge.Copshavenointerestinpreventingor
investigatingsexualviolence.Theyfrequentlyusetheirpowertorape.Whyshould
wetrustthemtohandleit?Wecannotandshouldnot.Copsareourenemies.And
theyareourveryworstenemieswhenitcomestodealingwithsexualviolence.

Evenifyoudidgotothecopsandtheygotsomechatlogs,itdoeslittleto
solveanonymity.Mostsocialmediaallowsyoutobeanonymous.Theservices
thataren’t,youcanliewhenyoumakeanaccount!IhaveanonymousFacebook
andLinkedInaccountsforresearchpurposes.They’rereallyeasytoget!Theytell
younottolie,butum…okay,IpromiseIwon’t!

Thatbeingsaid,removalofonlineanonymitywon’tsolvethis.Evenifitwould,
governmentsandtechcompanieshavingyetmorecontroloverwhatwe’reableto
doonlineisnottheInternetIwant.Weshouldnothavetosacrificeanonymityto
keepkidssafe.Anonymityisnotwhatcauseschildrentobesexuallyabused.Itis
patriarchy.Itiscismaleentitlementtobodiestheydeemlesser.

There’smuchmoretosayaboutthis.ButfornowIwillendwithstatingthat
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TheKindnessofStrangers
‘anna’toldmeshewas16,livedinAmerica,andthatshe’dbeenlookingfornew
peopletotalktoonline.They’retheonlysoliddetailsIrememberabouther.Again,
thiswasallincrediblynormalatthetime.Hell,it’snormaltoday!Sheaskedme
aboutmyfriendsandwhatIlikedtodoforfun.Normalquestionsthatnormal
peopleaskeachothernormally.ItoldherwhatI’vetoldyou,andmore;thatIhad
nofriendsandIhatedmyparents.ThecityIlivednear,andtheschoolIwentto.
ThatIspentmyfreetimereading,andplayingvideogamesifthePlaystationhadn’t
beenconfiscated.

ShetoldmeitwasokayIdidn’thaveanyfriends,becauseshewasmyfriend
now.IfIjustgaveitsometime,peoplefromschoolwouldrealisehowgreatIwas,
justlikeshehad.ShethoughtIwasfuntotalkto.ShecouldtellIwascutefrom
thewayItalked.

Afewdayslatersheaskedmeforapictureofmyself.Thiswasabigdealfor
anabusedandbulliedfatboy.Ifthere’sonethingabusers,bullies,andrandom
strangersonthestreetwillnotletyouforget,it’sthatyou’refatandthatthat’snot
okay.IknewthewayIlookedwasunacceptable.

“omgursocute‼‼”
Giveortakeanexclamationmark,that’sthemessageshesentonceshe’dwornme
downwithkind,reassuringwordsandIsentheraphotoofmeawkwardlysmiling
intoawebcam.Istillhatehowgoodthatmademefeelatthetime.Iwassofucking
easytomanipulate.Itwasn’tyourfault.Itwasn’t.Thatlonely14yearoldboy,he
didn’tdeservethis.Ididn’tdeservethat.Fuck,thisishardtowrite.

‘anna’didhaveawebcam,butitwasbroken,andshedidn’thaveanyphotos
ofjustherface.Butshedidhavesomeshethoughtweresexy.Iwasn’tsurewhat
shemeantby“sexy”.Shewasn’tsuresheshouldsendthemtome.Couldshetrust
me?Iassuredhershecould.

Youalreadyknowwhat’scoming,andit’sevil,right?‘anna’twistedthings
roundsoitseemedlikeIwastheonetryingtowinhertrust.Shemadeitappear
likeIhadthepower.Thatherswasthetrusttowin.ButsheknewIhadnoone
else.

‘anna’wasn’tconvinced.ShesaidifIsentheranotherphotoofmeshe’dsend
oneofhers.Exceptinthissecondpictureshewantedmetodosomething.It’s
notwhatyou’rethinking,atleast,notyet.Sheaskedmetotakeaphotoofmyface
withsomeshavingfoamonit.NotasifIwasgettingreadytoshave,justwithsome
randomblobsandlinesofitacrossmyface.At14Ihadn’tvisiblyhitpubertyyet,
soupstairsIwenttothebathroomandtookacanmydadsometimesused.
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Sex Education Is Good

Now, you have to remember that on shitty 2002 internet connections, porn was
much harder to get. And while I’d seen pictures of naked women before, I’d no idea
that people took pictures and video of each other having sex for entertainment. In
fact, it simply could not have occured to me, because I didn’t really know what sex
was. My only knowledge of it came from a biology class a few years earlier.

In my mind sex was for reproduction between a husband and wife. Penis goes
in vagina. Out pops some sperm and fertilises an egg. Nine months later a baby is
born. That’s literally all I knew. I had no idea that sex could feel good. What an
orgasm was. That masturbation was even a thing. And I sure as shit had no idea
about consent. Having a baby was of no interest to me. So sex wasn’t on my radar!
This is all to say that, well, I had no idea what a cumshot was.

Perhaps I’m wrong about what ‘anna’ was having me simulate with shaving
foam. Fuck, I’ve spent many years thinking about it. This is the best explanation
I’ve come up with. Why didn’t she tell me (and teach me) to masturbate and get me
to cum onmyself? Maybe it wouldn’t have shown up on a cheap 2000s era webcam?
Fuck. I dunno. Does it even matter? Regardless, ‘anna’ really liked photos of me
with random squirts of shaving foam on my face and body.

After I sent her the first shaving foam picture, she sent me the photo of “her” I
described at the start of this essay. From then on, I belonged to ‘anna’. Someone
was being nice to me for the first time in a year, and she’d shown me her boobies!
That was something girls only did if you were very special to them. Maybe things
were gonna be okay. He wouldn’t have let me, but I wish I could give him a hug.

The next thing she asked me for was a naked photo of me. She’d shownme hers,
so it was only fair I show her mine. As a fat kid filled with self loathing about my
fatness, I’d never looked in the mirror at my fat naked body before. I’d certainly
never taken a picture of it and sent it to someone online. But I didn’t want to lose
‘anna’. And she had shown me hers. So I sent one. She helped me find the timer
on the webcam app so I could stand far enough back from the PC to get most of my
body in the frame. “Maybe she had a really good webcam and that’s how she’d taken
her picture”, I wondered.

In accounts of kids being groomed and sexually abused online, often their abuser
will directly threaten themwith sending the photos of them to their friends and fam-
ily. They blackmail them with those pictures to get more pictures to get more pic-
tures and so on. ‘anna’ was never openly hostile to me, our chats remained friendly
and she was still being outwardly kind and supportive. She casually reminded me
a few times that she knew where I went to school, and even though looking back
it definitely was a threat, it never felt like one. Not at the time. We traded more
photos over the next few days, until…
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some educated guesses about them based on who usually does this kinda thing;
pederastic cis men. But it doesn’t meaningfully narrow it down. I cannot point at
someone and say it was them. I cannot kill my rapist, because I will never know
who raped me.

There Are More of Us Every Day
The InternetWatch Foundation (IWF), a UK based charity and hotline that finds and
removes child sexual abuse material from the Internet took action against 252,194
webpages in 2021. 72% of them, or 182,281 contained “self-generated imagery”. In
2020 this number was 68,000. So that’s a 168% increase in just a year. While these
numbers don’t tell us the number of victims of this kind of abuse, they clearly indi-
cate this is happening to more and more kids every year.

“Self-generated imagery” is the term the IWF use. It covers a range of
material, including sexually explicit material of teenage children that
has been taken willingly and sent to a partner. Assuming their partner
is of a similar age, there’s nothing inherently wrong with that. But if
the IWF have found it, it means it’s been shared outside of that rela-
tionship and something very bad has happened. This is only a fraction
of what they find though, and so the term distorts the reality of what’s
happening. In 2021, 147,188 reports included an 11-13 year old girl.
This is 81% of self-generated child sexual abuse reports.
So “self-generated imagery” is a term that makes sense as a catchall. I
don’t like it when applied to me and others like me though. Firstly, it
glosses over what’s actually going on. Secondly, in mymind it removes
the agency of the person demanding the images, and the coercive na-
ture under which they were made. That being said, I’m yet to think of
something better. Though I was encouraged to hear a recent interview
with their CEOwho agreed it’s a problematic term, and they’re looking
to use something else.

For many victims of online sexual abuse (children and adults), the most damag-
ing part isn’t the sex acts we’re made to perform, but what happens to the images
and videos afterwards. The chances are they’re shared across the Internet for any
piece of shit to get their greasy hands on.

In some ways I was protected from the reality of my situation because I didn’t
know it was something that could happen. However, I convinced myself my abuser
was one of my bullies and the material was in their hands, something that also
definitely does happen. Both scenarios are terrifying in their own ways, and I don’t
think it’s possible or helpful to try and declare one better or worse.
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again.Withthatinmind,I’vechangedwhatwasalreadyundoubtedlyapseudonym
to‘anna’justtoprotectmyselffurther.Itfeelsinsanetobesoscaredofsomeone
Iknewonlineforafewweekstwentyyearsago.Butapparentlysomeofthatfear
isn’tgoingawayanytimesoon.

ItmademeincrediblyparanoidofmyonlinefriendsandsiblingswithinJudith’s
Dagger.Formostofaweekmyparanoidmindconvincedmethatoneofthemmight
be‘anna’andourfriendshipshadallbeenayearslongrusetofurtherhumiliateand
hurtme.SoIcutoffcontactforawhile.TheywerescaredI’dkilledmyself.Ifeelso
ashamedandguiltyforthinkingthatthey,someofthemostcommittedanti-rape
peopleonthefaceoftheplanet,couldberesponsibleforwhatwasdonetome.I
feelawfulforscaringthem.

Fuckyoufordoingthistome…tous,‘anna’.Ihopesomanyterriblethings
havehappenedtoandcontinuetohappentoyou.Ihopeitsomuch.IwishIcould
cutyourfuckingheadoffanduseyourskullasatoilet.IamsadIwillnotgetto
witnessandrejoiceineverymomentofsufferinglifebringsyourway.Ihopeyou
aremiserable.

Doyoubelieveme?Isthisenough?
Theseprobablyseemlikestrangequestions.Franklyifyou’rereadingthissite,I
assumeyoudobelieveme.SowhywouldIspendthreethousandwordsrecounting
howIwassexuallyabusedasachild,tothencasteventheslightestdoubtonit?
Well,thesearequestionsI’vebeenwonderingaboutalotlately.

IfyoukeepupwithanarchistspacesonTwitterorMastodon,you’relikely
awarethatrecentlythere’sbeenalotofum…“debate”aroundtheslogan“KillYour
LocalRapist”.Ifyou’resensibleandnotonTwitter,oraren’tawareofwhatKYLR
means,youcanreadourThirty-OneTheses:AManifestotolearnsomeofwhat
itentails.We’llhavemorewritingcomingonitinthefuture,butinshort,KYLR
endorsessupportingasurvivor’sautonomyandsafetyineverywaypossible.Upto
andincludingkillingtheirrapist.Thatweholdthisbleedin’obviousanarchistprin-
ciplemakessomepeopleandsome“anarchists”veryangry.Can’thelpbutwonder
why,hmmmmmm.

Anyway,withinthecontextofthat“debate”,amemberofJudith’sDagger
tweetedthatthebaselineforbelievingsurvivorsofsexualviolenceisthatyou
shouldtrustthemtonamewhohurtthem.Unsurprisingly,Iagreewiththat.

WhatIdowonderthoughiswhatthatbaselinelookslikeforsomeonelikeme,
whowasgroomedandrapedovertheInternet.Idon’tknowwhomyrapistwas,it’s
prettyobviousitwasn’ta16yearoldAmericangirlcalledAnna,right?Icanmake
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“putsmthupurbutt!itllbefunny”
Pensdidn’tcount,becausetheywouldn’tshowupverywellonthecamera,andshe
alreadyhadsomepicturesofmybuttsplatteredwithshavingfoam.Itneededto
besomethingbigger.ThefirstthingItriedwasawoodenbroomhandle.Itdidn’t
seemsplintery,thoughIwasabitworriedaboutgerms.We’dhaditforaslongas
Icouldrememberanditwaskindagrimy.Iwasnervous.Butthisiswhat‘anna’
askedfor,andIknewifIdidn’t,shemightleaveme.Thisisreallyupsetting.

Ihadnoideaaboutlube,anditwasnevermentioned.Still,thehandlewentin
alright,butitslengthandtheweightofthestillattachedbrushmadeitimpossible
toanglewellinaphoto.Itwasn’tvisiblypenetratingmeinanyItook.‘anna’really
wantedtoseeitgoingintome.Itdidn’tcountifshecouldn’tseeit.Soitwouldn’t
do.Iwasrunningoutofshavingfoam.

‘anna’suggestedItrysomekindofvegetable.SoIwaiteduntileveryonewas
asleep,snuckdownstairsandfoundacucumber.‘anna’hadtoldmetomakeavideo
ofitgoinginandoutofme.Itwasmuchthickerthanthebroomhandle.Itwas
hardertogetin,andithurtonceitdid.Myholefeltreallyweirdandloosefor
severaldaysafterwards.IwasconstantlyanxiousI’dshitmyself.Theroughseal
oftheplasticwraponthecucumbermusthavecutorgrazedmyinsides,because
theywerepainfulforseveraldaysafterwardstoo.Iwasscaredofinfection,butI
hadnoonetotellandnowordstoexplain.

Soontheseproblemswouldbeallbutforgotten.

Buddies(0/4)
Family(0/0)
Offline(4/4)
‘anna’hadn’tbeenonlinefortwodays.Andthenthree.Andthenfour.Andthena
week.ThewholetimeIwaspanicking.HadIdonesomethingwrong?Wherewas
she?Hadsomethinghappenedtoher?HadthisbeenatrickbyAnnafromschool?
Hadmybullyoroneofhiscroniesbeentrickingme?Hadtheysomehowfigured
outIhadacrushonAnnafromschoolandpretendedtobeherwhilepretendingto
beadifferent‘anna’?EventuallyI’dconvincedmyselfthey’dtrickedme.Ididn’t
knowtherecouldbeotherpossibleexplanations.

Idon’thavetodefendthethoughtprocessofapanicking14yearold.
Idon’thavetodefendthethoughtprocessofapanicking14yearold.
Idon’thavetodefendthethoughtprocessofapanicking14yearold.
Whatweretheygonnadowiththephotos?Itwasonethingtosharefunny

pictureswithsomeonewhocaredaboutmeandIthoughtwasmyfriend,thatI’d
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never thought anyone else would see. It was another to send them to people who
took every opportunity to make my life miserable. I was convinced this was what
had happened, and that they were going to show them to everyone at school. What
if teachers saw and told my parents? I’d be in so much trouble.

The Very Worst Part

You have to remember that at the time I had no clear idea that what I’d done in
those pictures was sexual. I didn’t really associate being naked with sex, because I
never thought about sex. I sure as shit had no idea butts could be used for sex stuff.
I was totally unaware that I’d been sexually abused. My focus was entirely on the
fact that people at school would see me naked, they’d see my private parts and me
doing weird stuff to my bum. Perhaps worst of all they’d see how disgusting my
fat body was. My parents would kill me. In my mind, I was the one who’d done
something bad.

I was terrified and I didn’t know what to do. I knew I couldn’t go to school. But
I had few ideas how to make that happen.

At first I tried not getting out of bed in the hope I’d be left at home when my
mum drove me and my siblings to school in the morning. This didn’t work. My dad
threw cold water on me and eventually pulled me out of bed. Crying, I was made
to get dressed and forced into the car. My parents already knew I hated everything
to do with school, and it was definitely absolutely because I was so fat and lazy.
Not because I was bullied and alone. In some fairness they didn’t know I was being
bullied. But also, I didn’t trust them enough to ask for help, so make of that what
you will. I guess they assumed I was having some kind of lazy induced tantrum or
hadn’t done my homework. I hid in the school toilets as much as I could.

After a few days of this, I realised it was futile. I switched tacts. The only times
I’d been allowed to miss school before was when I had a stomach bug. So I figured
if I could make myself vomit, I’d be able to miss school. I had no idea how to make
myself vomit.

Sure, now as an adult in my 30s I’m able to point at any number of household
items thatmightmakeme sick if I swallowed them. But inmy sheltered and terrified
mind, I settled on dog food. That was for dogs, and I was a human. I’m not really
sure how I ended up there. You were too scared to think straight. It’s okay. I don’t
have to defend the the thought process of a terrified 14 year old. But dog food is where
I went. It was gross, and it made me retch. But it didn’t make me puke. When a few
spoonfuls didn’t work the first day. I tried more the next. Eventually, to no avail, I
ate almost an entire can of dog food before school.

Looking back now, I almost find it funny, because it’s so obviously absurd. But
then I remember how scared I was. I spent several days sitting in class with the
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taste of dog food still in my mouth, terrified that today was gonna be the day that
everyone would see me naked with stuff shoved up my bum.

It never came. And I never found a way to skip school. While the intense,
all consuming fear I was filled with those first few weeks after ‘anna’ went offline
eventually subsided, it never left my mind for the years I remained at that school.
Every time I had a run in with a bully, I was grateful I only came away insulted or
beaten up.

I can’t save you, but I won’t abandon your pain and terror. No one was there to
acknowledge it for you at the time. So I will now. It was real. Fuck, I’m crying. I wish I
could have been there for you. No one was else was. So I am now. I will grieve for you.
I’m sorry I said I was angry with you at the start of this. Writing all this out, seeing
everything you went through, I’m not anymore. You didn’t do anything wrong. You
were scared and alone, and someone evil tricked you.

As the years passed, and I moved school again I thought about ‘anna’ less and
less. Eventually it was only once or twice a year. Maybe less than. I’m not sure
when it clicked that what happened to me was sexual abuse.

I’ve spent the past couple of years researching, learning and writing about sex-
ual violence. I’ve seen stories from survivors of grooming, and of children and
adults who were or were made to penetrate themselves with objects. And whether
they see it this way or not, I can’t not see them as rapes. How are they not? And
my story does not differ significantly from theirs.

In my country, the UK, the law says that it’s only a rape when a penis is forced
into a vagina. This colours people’s idea of what a rape is. For many years it
coloured my own understanding of rape and in turn it diminished my understand-
ing of the severity of what was done to me.

The law fuels the false idea that there’s only one way to rape people who have
vaginas. It fuels the false idea that people with penises can’t be raped. So I say this
for me as much as I do for you, or for anyone else who’s had their understanding of
rape limited by patriarchy to hide its evils: What happened to me was rape. Similar
things that happened to other people were rape. Do not let cops tell you otherwise.

Some Lasting Effects

It’s been five weeks since I wrote the first draft of this essay, and since then I’ve had
the worst episode of mental ill health I’ve experienced in several years. It’s taken
so much out of me not to kill myself. I’m so angry and upset that this was done to
me. That it’s still being done to me. I’m distraught there wasn’t anyone there to
protect 14 year old me. They won’t ever know it, but this essay has damaged my
relationship with my parents, something I’ve worked for years to improve.

I’m still so scared that ‘anna’ will find me and I’ll be made to see those pictures


