
In the twilight of that fateful evening, I found myself ensnared in a surreal nightmare, as if the 

fabric of time had torn open to reveal the tapestry of my life. They say that in the throes of 

death, one's existence unfolds before their eyes, accompanied by a profound epiphany. It was a 

notion I had only pondered in passing until that very moment when a man, driven by cruelty 

and rage, continued to contort my visage with relentless blows. By then, I had grown too weary 

to shed tears, my voice silenced by a mixture of pain and resignation. 

Never had I planned for my evening to unravel in such a harrowing manner—to become a 

canvas upon which brutality was painted by the hand of a white man. I had ventured out from 

the sanctuary of our home earlier, with the simple intention of purchasing eggs. Mama, ever 

cautious due to the turmoil gripping our land, had urged me to return before nightfall, mindful 

of the impending curfew that loomed ominously over the black side of town. In my haste, I had 

neglected even to grab my jacket, donning only a pair of black leggings and a scanty green floral 

dress. 

Upon my arrival at the local store, I was greeted by Mama Rafi's warm and familiar smile, a rare 

oasis of acceptance in a world marked by prejudice. As she inquired about the well-being of my 

parents, her voice carried a genuine warmth that transcended the divisions that plagued our 

society. "They are doing quite well," I replied with a hopeful smile, seeking solace in the fleeting 

normalcy of our exchange. 

Yet, in the blink of an eye, the tranquility was shattered by the deafening report of a gunshot—

an abrupt intrusion into our shared reality. A black man, driven to desperation, had chosen 

Mama Rafi's store as the stage for his ill-fated robbery. The intruder's demand was clear and 

menacing: "Everybody down!" he barked, pointing a trembling finger at Mama Rafi, his face 

concealed behind a mask. 

Fear gnawed at Mama Rafi's composure as she fumbled to surrender the contents of her cash 

register. The seconds stretched into an eternity, the assailant lingering far longer than I had 

intended to spend at her side. When he finally departed, his presence left behind an eerie 

silence, and one by one, the customers departed as well, evading the watchful eyes of the 

authorities. Mama Rafi, fearful of the repercussions that the police might bring, chose not to 

summon them, knowing all too well that what they could take from her would exceed the value 

of what had been stolen. 

Leaving Mama Rafi's store, I carried with me the weight of the incident, a story I was 

determined to share with Papa upon my return home. Little did I know that this night's events 

would etch themselves into the annals of my memory, shaping the trajectory of my life in ways I 

could scarcely fathom. 

As I sprinted homeward with the precious eggs clutched tightly in my hand, my heart raced, a 

relentless drumbeat of fear echoing within me. The events at Mama Rafi's store had left me 

shaken, my confidence ebbing away with each passing moment. The urge to escape calamity's 

cruel grip fueled my desperate pace. 

Drawing closer to the familiar street that led to my sanctuary, a newfound sense of safety began 

to wash over me. Just around the corner, my street came into view, a beacon of familiarity and 

security. I paused for a brief respite, catching my breath beside a shadowy alley that veiled itself 

in darkness, a mere stone's throw from the street. 



My momentary pause was shattered when a white hand, an ominous appendage emerging from 

the abyss of the alley, ensnared me by the hair with a vice-like grip. My screams were silenced 

by a cold hand covering my mouth, and in my young and feeble state, I was overpowered 

effortlessly. Though I fought with every ounce of my limited strength, it was clear that escape 

was beyond my reach. 

He released me further down the alley, an imposing figure blocking my path. This stranger, a 

stereotype of a white man, stood tall and portly, his belly protruding like an ominous harbinger 

of doom. His attire resembled that of a biker, complete with a jean jacket and dirt-smeared 

jeans, the stench of alcohol clinging to him like a malevolent aura. The predatory gleam in his 

eyes left me with a chilling certainty—I was his prey in this wretched moment. 

"Cooperate, and you'll be on your way soon," he purred, his words dripping with malice.  

"But if you resist, my dear, we shall engage in a most disagreeable discourse." His malevolent 

grin revealed a grotesque set of disarranged, yellowed teeth. 

My resolve crystallized. I would not allow this man to violate me again. With newfound 

determination, I made a desperate dash for freedom. Yet, he proved astonishingly swift for his 

girth, seizing me before I could evade his grasp. He yanked me back violently, sending me 

tumbling to the cold, unforgiving ground. Just as I was about to unleash a scream, he clamped 

his hand over my mouth, his grip so fierce it felt as though my jaws might shatter. The pain 

surged through me, intensifying my primal urge to cry out. 

It became apparent that my struggles only seemed to delight him further. His malevolent grin 

never wavered as he continued to torment me. The flimsy leggings I wore offered little 

resistance, and he commenced tearing them from my trembling body. Amid this horrifying 

ordeal, his hand inadvertently slipped into my mouth. In that moment, my instincts took over, 

and I bit down with every ounce of strength left within me. His reaction was not a scream but 

rather a savage assault upon my head, relentless blows raining down until my grip faltered, 

unable to withstand the pain any longer. 

Now, his fury knew no bounds, and I had no more strength to fight. All I could pray for was a 

miracle, for nothing less could save me from this nightmare. He continued to rain blows upon 

my face, reducing me to a state of exhausted surrender. My mouth hung open, but no sound 

emerged; I was a silent witness to my own torment. Yet, just when all hope seemed lost, as the 

darkness of despair threatened to swallow me whole, my miracle arrived. 

In the midst of that terrifying ordeal, a knight in shining armor emerged. This man, tall and 

slender, possessed a striking handsomeness that defied the darkness surrounding us. He was 

impeccably dressed in formal attire, a beacon of grace amidst the chaos. With determination 

etched on his face, he delivered a powerful blow to the molester's head, sending the villain 

reeling. 

As my assailant grappled with the pain, my savior took my trembling hand in his and led me 

away, our feet pounding against the pavement, escaping to an unknown destination. All that 

mattered at that moment was putting distance between us and the malevolent threat that had 

haunted me. After several breathless minutes of running, we arrived at the front of a classic 

British suburban house, the man using his key to unlock the door. 



Once inside, he draped his jacket over my shoulders, wrapping me in warmth and comfort. He 

disappeared briefly into the house, returning with a cup of cocoa and a set of clothes for me to 

change into. His kind gestures filled me with gratitude and further reinforced my sense of safety. 

Sipping the cocoa, I began to recount the horrors I had endured earlier. He listened intently, his 

empathy palpable. After my narrative concluded, he provided me with a room to rest, as night 

had already fallen, casting a shroud of darkness over the world. 

This encounter marked the first time I had ever encountered a white man who showed genuine 

kindness and compassion. I took a soothing bath and changed into more comfortable clothing 

before laying my weary head down to sleep. 

Later that night, in the silence of the dimly lit room, I heard the door creak open slowly. The 

feeble light cast a long shadow across the floor, and I recognized the silhouette—it was him, my 

savior, Alan. Relief washed over me, for I had been unable to sleep, consumed by fear. I 

pretended to slumber as he approached, his touch gentle and tender. 

He lightly tapped me, affectionately, and I turned to face him, a genuine smile playing upon my 

lips. "I wanted to know if you were okay," he said, his smile reflecting his genuine concern. 

"I'm much better, but I couldn't sleep," I replied, attempting to sit up. He gently pushed me back 

onto the bed. 

"What's with this 'sir'? Call me Alan; we are friends, aren't we?" he insisted. 

"We are," I agreed, smiling back, the warmth of his presence gradually erasing the traces of my 

fear. 

In the dimly lit room, my initial relief turned to alarm as the atmosphere shifted. Alan's touch, 

once comforting, began to wander, his hands caressing my body with a tenderness that belied 

the fear that now gripped me. 

Panic welled up within me as I tried to comprehend his intentions. Fearfully, I mustered the 

courage to question him. "Sir, what are you doing?" I stammered, my voice trembling as I 

attempted to shift away from his advances. 

With an unsettling calmness, he responded, "We are both adults, and you understand what I'm 

doing. To be fair, I really like you, actually." His smile remained, but it now held a disconcerting 

quality, and he continued to try and pull me closer despite my struggles to break free. 

My desperation escalated, and I implored him, my voice quivering with fear. "Please, sir, don't 

do this to me. Haven't I gone through enough, please, sir?" 

He maintained his grip, his tone unyielding. "I'm not trying to hurt you, Talia. I want to love 

you," he declared, still attempting to draw me closer against my will. 

The room seemed to close in around me, and a profound sense of vulnerability enveloped me as 

I grappled with the distressing reality of my situation. 

In the midst of this nightmare, terror gripped my heart. How could I find myself in such a 

nightmarish situation twice in one night? Fear overwhelmed me, and I resolved to do anything 



to escape this dire predicament. Slowly, I reached for the table lamp beside me, my trembling 

hand clutching it tightly. In one swift and desperate motion, I smashed it onto his head with all 

the strength I could muster. He didn't cry out, but he staggered, nearly losing his balance. 

Seizing the opportunity, I scrambled to my feet and made a dash for the door. Such a silly 

attempt as my hopes were dashed when I discovered that he had locked it. Panic surged within 

me as I looked back to see him taunting me, the key dangling before my eyes before he stowed it 

away in his pocket. The malevolent smile had vanished, replaced by a sinister and 

expressionless demeanor. I realized then that there might be no escape from this ordeal. 

"I cared for you and helped you, and all I asked for was something small, yet you refused me," he 

uttered, devoid of any warmth or compassion. "Now, I'm really going to hurt you." 

As I attempted to plead with him, he didn't afford me a chance. Despite his slim build, he 

possessed a surprising upper body strength. He effortlessly lifted me and hurled me across the 

room, my back colliding with a table. Struggling to rise, I found my strength waning, and 

darkness threatened to claim my consciousness. 

Summoning a reservoir of inner strength I never knew existed, I resolved to fight back if I was 

going down. I lunged at him, catching him off guard for a moment, but it proved futile. He simply 

slapped me away, sending me sprawling back onto the bed. At this point, all I had on was the 

bathrobe he had given me earlier. I clung to it tenaciously, determined to make it as difficult as 

possible for him to strip it from my body. Nevertheless, he persisted, tearing the bathrobe away 

and exposing my vulnerable, bare form. 

His hands began to roam, violating the innocence of my just-developing body. Despite my 

valiant attempts to resist, it became painfully clear that he was ready to harm me in the most 

horrifying way imaginable. My world darkened, and I felt trapped in a nightmarish abyss. 

He had beating me so bad that I could no longer lift a finger to resist and at the end of the 

struggle I was left with no choice than to let him have what he wanted, My body, I had never had 

sex before and I had to lose my innocence to a savage white man. All the while he committed his 

atrocity, it hurt worse than even the beating I had received from both men that had assaulted 

me today, even as much as I cried and begged him to stop, he didn’t and just continued to satisfy 

himself, ignoring my cry of pain.  

Once he had finished, he left me in a state of utter devastation, my innocence forever shattered. 

The room bore witness to the aftermath, with blood staining it with the evidence of my cuts, 

tears, and bruises. My wails of disbelief and pain seemed ceaseless, an agonized chorus in the 

night. Incredibly, the reality of what had transpired still eluded me. Stripped bare and 

abandoned, he callously wiped himself on the tattered bathrobe before departing, leaving me 

locked inside. Minutes later, he returned to the room, his eyes devoid of any trace of guilt or 

remorse, further deepening the nightmare.  

"Is there anything else you wish to take from me? At this point, the only thing left is my life, and 

I'd willingly surrender it to you," I said to him, my voice laced with despair. 

"Your life holds no value to me. You are utterly insignificant," he retorted callously. With a cruel 

determination, he forcibly removed me from the bed, my tattered clothes bearing witness to the 

brutality. My screams filled the room, but he responded with more violence, dragging me 



relentlessly until he unceremoniously pushed me out of his house and locked the door. Alone 

and vulnerable in the dead of night, I wondered where I could possibly go. 

Now, I find myself standing at the precipice of a bridge, my body naked and battered, 

contemplating the shattering of my life in a single night. I'm haunted by the looming stigma that 

will undoubtedly shadow my existence and the daunting challenges that await me. The 

horrifying prospect of potential pregnancy, and the fear of bringing a child into the world under 

such circumstances, gnaws at my already tortured soul. 

With a heavy heart and a world of pain, I gaze down into the dark depths of the river below. 

Without a second thought, I release my grip on the railing, surrendering to the depths below, in 

a desperate bid to free myself from the unbearable misery of this seemingly worthless existence 


