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He’s back again. I told mummy about him but she wouldn’t listen. ‘What 

interest would a 45-year-old man have with an 11-year-old girl?’ She 

would often tell me. I am now fifteen. When will she open her eyes to what is 

happening under her own roof? Will she always be this naive? The world has 

changed since her time. Maybe when she was growing up stepfathers treated 

their stepchildren differently. But almost all the men of today only want to 

relive their nightmarish fantasies. 

 

From the day he arrived one week after daddy’s funeral, my birthday, I 

had a bad feeling about him. Mummy seemed enamoured by him. After 

about a month I let down my defences. He seemed to be as beguiled by 

mummy as she was by him and he seemed to genuinely want us to be a happy 

family like when daddy was alive. By Christmas I had a new father. It 

wasn’t until the middle of the New Year did I regret letting my guard down. 

 

Mummy is usually at work when I reach home from school. He reverted to 

showing his true colours. He was never home except the odd occasion, not that 

I was complaining. My dislike for him was beginning to refuel. He could 

usually have been found out drinking liquor or smoking cannabis (for his 

glaucoma, or so he claims, although it seems to me that nothing is wrong 

with either of his eyes) but either way he never came home until maybe the wee 

hours of the morning staggering into his bedroom, waking me with the sounds 

of horrific sadism that drifted through the paper thin walls that separate our 

rooms. Then I would often hear muffled cries that sounded like my mother- 

something uncommon to my ears but becoming more and more customary as of 

late- mingled with his snoring. When I heard these alien sounds for the first 

time when they came back after their honeymoon I instantly, instinctively went 

to aid my mother. But, as most mothers do, she assured me that what I was 

hearing was just a child’s worry and that there was nothing to really be 



concerned about. ‘If you continue to hear these sounds again, which I doubt 

you would, turn around and go back to sleep. I am in no danger.’ How I 

wish her words were true. Empty promises. 

 

It was a Friday in April four years back when I came home to find him 

there sitting on the couch. ‘What are you doing home so early on a Friday?’ 

I asked him. He told me that he realized that he hadn’t spent much time 

with his step-daughter since I became his step-daughter. He told me that he 

wanted to get to know me a little better. He said that he had been spending 

so much time with my mother and none at all with me, that he didn’t even 

know what my favourite colour was. ‘It’s pink’ I told him. Do I like ice-

cream, what’s my favourite flavour. ‘Of course I like ice-cream. My all 

time favourite flavour is strawberry.’ Do I wanna see something cool? We’d 

go out for ice-cream after. That’s when he unzipped his fly, took out and 

showed me a distorted looking extension of his skin. Then he stuffed it back in 

his pants and we went out for ice- cream. 

 

This continued every Friday for the next few weeks. After a while, he invited 

me to touch it. It felt weird. I got a double scoop that day. Then he began 

telling me to touch it in a certain way, which resulted in it oozing out 

creamy, whitish goo- like thing. At this point I began to voice my unease 

that had been building inside of me since the ‘day of double scoop ice-

cream’. ‘It’s nothing to worry about,’ he told me, ‘We’re not doing 

anything wrong. It’d only be wrong if you tell your mother. Then I’d have 

to punish you.’ But no matter what he said, I couldn’t help but feel that it 

was wrong. I had to tell my mother. When I told her, she refused to believe 

me. ‘What interest would a 45-year-old man have with an 11-year-old 

girl’? The only difference was that I believed her then. 

She confronted him although she reassured me that it was impossible for 

anything to have been going on between us. I, being as naive as I was, 

thought that surely he would confess to what was going on. Of course he 



didn’t. Instead I was beaten by my mother -again another rare treat- for 

lying on her husband when all he wanted was just to avoid me from feeling 

left out. He didn’t punish me as he promised, however. He left me alone and 

blessedly things were back to normal -better than normal actually. He was 

never home when I was. And if by chance he happened to be there when I 

was, he conveniently had somewhere else to go. But I began to rebuild the 

wall that I had when first meeting him. Unfortunately, in July, I realized 

that my punishment was not forgotten, just delayed. 

 

Late one evening, as I was coming out of the shower, I heard the front door 

open. I thought nothing of it as I was expecting mummy to reach home very 

soon. So I headed to my room to change. But when I reached there I saw 

him sitting on the settee on my bedroom windowsill. I told him, clinging onto 

my towel for dear life that I wanted him to leave, that I wanted to change. 

‘We’re all family here,’ he said, ‘you can change in front of me. There’s 

nothing that you have that I haven’t seen before.’ I still didn’t trust him. 

He reeked of alcohol. ‘If you were to remove your towel, and I was to take 

off my clothes, we could play naked wrestling. You still like to play games 

don’t you?’ I was feeling uncomfortable. I’d change in mummy’s room 

instead. His very presence was giving me unease. I felt as though there was 

something wrong in the atmosphere. I began to back out of the room then. But 

he was quicker than I. He put himself between me and the door. He pulled 

the towel away from me so fast that it was off before I knew what he did. 

He took both my hands in one of his and began touching me with the other as 

he partially lifted, partially dragged me to my bed. His hands left my body 

only to fumble with taking out the distorted skin from his pants. He then lay 

me down and sat astride me. He pulled my legs apart and inserted it. It 

hurt horribly. He did not withdraw until I thought that surely death would 

have been better and I was ready to give into death. All I could do was lay 

there and cry with pain. ‘I told you you’d be punished if you told your 

mother. Tell her of this and it’d be worse’. Then he left me to cry and wipe 



away the blood which I saw was between my legs. That night the only sound 

I heard was the sound of my own tears. 

 

It continued about once a month for about year. Each time with the same 

warning and sometimes he would threaten to hurt my mother if I didn’t 

comply. But it still seemed that night-time noises alternated with either my 

mother’s or my own cries. A student councillor came into our school then. 

She spoke to us about many things, but among the things which caught my 

attention was her talk on rape. I spoke to her after her initial speech. I told 

her of the many things that was occurring during the past year. I asked her 

what I should do. She told me not to worry. That she would take care of it. 

By the following week, police officers came to my house to arrest my 

step-father on charges of statutory rape.  

 



I got counselling after that. I stopped speaking to my mother for a while 

because even after the police got involved she still seemed to be enchanted with 

her angel who could do no wrong. Yesterday he got out on parole though. For 

good behaviour. That in itself was horrifically wrong but the fact that mummy 

welcomed him back with open arms into our house is the last straw. I took some 

of mummy’s anti-depressants in hopes that I would overdose. If that doesn’t 

work, I’d run away safe. Lock myself up in a convent somewhere. 

 

So this is it. The last anyone will ever hear from me. 

 

I remain, 

Charlotte Michelle Revaldi 
 


