
N I C K Y  L A I D  B A R E 1

Dedicated to Mom (granny Rita), who took the time out to raise 
me and show me unconditional love…and to my late granny 

Bubbles who inspired me to finish this book.

And to all of those who have been a part of my journey, albeit 
good or bad. I thank you; for you have all played an integral 

part in building this puzzle we call “life.” 
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You wake up one day and you finally figure out that love does not 
equal co-dependency that relationships do not mean forever, that 

commitment is not always there.
You’ve learnt the hard way that you cannot buy someone’s soul or 

force the affection you so desperately crave.
And you realize that failures are not forever, that they are mere 

stepping stones along your confusing path to success. 
And you learn that you can and will endure for you are never truly 

alone in the bigger scheme of life. 
And you finally see the light at the end of that infamous tunnel.

And you smile to yourself and know that it will all actually be okay.
And you hold onto this new found realization with both hands.

And you realize that you are actually worth infinitely more than you 
once believed and that it is okay to love yourself and feel no guilt 

about doing so.
And you begin a new journey of self discovery and you feel free and 

full of hope for the first time possibly in your entire life.
And it feels amazing!

And you know now that anything and everything is possible, that 
there are no more restraints on what you can achieve.

And you take all your past pain and suffering and put it to good use.
And you realize that you can make a difference!

And you finally catch a wake up and realize that you do not need 
someone else to make you whole.

And you begin to mend your heart that the world has managed to 
break into a million pieces.

And finally, finally you take that very first step towards euphoria!
And your journey of endless possibilities begins…

By: Nicole Catherine Simpson

Forward
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• A brief overview.

 My story: the dark before the storm.

• A blinding first memory.
• A dysfunctional start to life.
• Bunny.
• An abnormal, normal childhood.
• Wilson toffee anyone?
• Whiskey and the workshop.
• Dressing up dads wee wee.
• "But I don't like fat daddy."
• Other touchy feely places.
• Take your daughter to work days.
• My bedroom, no sanctuary.
• Moms relaxing hot bath…my worst nightmare…
 porn on beta and VHS tapes.
• Masturbating is awesome.
• Stacy.
• A weekend ritual…no rest for the wicked.
• A spider in my dreams.
• Moms shagging her boss…say what?
• My first muff dive.
• Out of house orgasm.
• A different take on "doctor doctor."
• Flashing the news reader on television.
• Just fair game: now you had a dad, now you 
 never actually did.
• Hand in my pocket.
• Confusion 101: why I never spoke up earlier.
• Confusion 102: my parents aren't my parents?
• Dads control issues.
• Forgiveness? It is questionable. 
• Anger management classes. Unheard of in our home.

What's inside.
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• Morgans Bay: paradise with a sour twist.
• Guardian Angel…missing in action!
• Primary school.
• A crazy mom encounter.
• Crushes on male teachers.
• High school: tormenting "favours" on back order.
• An inevitable breakdown.
• A lifelong dreaded day, "The System." 
• Place of safety 1.
• Place of safety 2.
• Place of safety 3.
• Place of safety 4.
• Justified anger.
• What goes through an abusers mind?
• Moms side of the story.
• Sex loses meaning for me.
• Woman abusers.
• The internet, porn and gadgets.
• Gypsy phase.
• A letter from granny Rita 2011.
• CV: Chris.
• Random thoughts.
• A little positive rant and rave.
• Save our youth from suicide. 
• The silence in pain.
• A song called Puzzling.
• Life's instructional manual.
• My final thoughts.
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This is not a work of fiction. This is the raw reality of life, and a larger 
part of society. Nothing more, nothing less.

Some statistics reveal that approximately 8000 children are abused 
in some way everyday, of which 5 will die globally. This equates to 
almost 3 million abuse cases a year and almost 2000 deaths a year. 
Whether or not the figures are lower or higher I’m obviously not sure 
but apparently child abuse has increased 134% since 1980 and is now 
classed as a worldwide epidemic. Having said that, I honestly believe 
that my testimony can be of some help to someone out there.

This book is based on the foundation of how being sexually, mentally 
and physically abused has affected my life and how the desire to 
escape the anguish and the reality of the situation, through drinking 
alcohol, nearly killed me… numerous times to say the least. This 
will take you on a journey through my childhood years, my teenage 
nightmare, to the beginning of my adult life.

If you are one of the few people in this world who haven’t had an 
encounter with an abusive situation, I especially urge you not to put 
this book down, as it may benefit you ultimately in some way. For 
example to perhaps identify situations where abuse may be taking 
place, be it within another family unit, or within your own, where 
before you most likely wouldn’t have noticed the subtle signs, you 
may now be able to. It may also help you to better understand why 
some people behave the way that they do.

This is not an easy topic to discuss, especially when the abuse is 
sexual. Unfortunately or should I rather say fortunately, we have 
to confront and deal with this problem which is eating away at our 
society, destroying the lives of so many.

A Brief Overview
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Countless families try to justify these incidents or just “sweep them 
under the rug” saying that “it’s in the past,” or saying, “just get over 
it,” or “just move on with your life.” Statements like these could open 
Pandora’s Box within a child and cause untold rebellion, as happened 
with me.
Honestly, if you don’t work through the issue and choose instead to 
ignore it, it will most likely come back to haunt you in the future, 
because as much as I tried to ignore it, this became my problem.

At the age of 34, I finally acknowledge that I have not accomplished 
anywhere near what I could’ve by now. I refuse to live in the past, I 
have tried for years to pretend that I’m okay, that it is over, “ I am 
stronger than the problem.” Actually, still being human, I find that I 
am not always stronger.

I don’t allow myself to dwell on it though and I don’t cry myself to 
sleep at night, but it does periodically raise its evil head. Flashbacks 
as we call them, sometimes a nightmare once or twice a year. I don’t 
think that the memories will ever leave you completely. I think it’s 
more about how you handle them, how you allow them to affect your 
life that makes all the difference.

You can direct your thoughts elsewhere. Try not to replay the bad 
memories over and over again in your mind as this will most likely 
prevent you from being able to create new, happy, meaningful 
memories.

An adult’s influence on a child can be constructive and motivating 
but a lot of the time it is destructive, condescending and suppressing, 
which is really sad, for you can kill a child’s passion for life with a 
simple sentence. For example, “You can forget any dreams of being 
a doctor, you are too stupid and you’ll never amount to anything!”
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My point is, we have to get to the root of the problem. There are no 
shortcuts, trust me I have tried them all and then some! We have 
to go back and analyze the situation, analyze the person or persons 
involved and learn to finally make peace with the past. Life is far too 
short to be spent wallowing in this void of self-hatred, self pity and 
“the world owes me something, I am a victim,” attitude indefinitely.

At the end of the day, the world doesn’t care about your issues.
I played the victim role, people listened, even got angry at the injustice 
I had suffered, showed me a moments compassion…and then they 
continued with their own lives, which is quite understandable, 
because if the roles were reversed I probably would do exactly the 
same.

We all have our demons to face. Don’t burden every Tom, Dick and 
Harry with yours, you may get a sympathetic ear but that’s about it. 
Don’t expect much more than that. Find the COURAGE to stand up 
to your own demons and change your destiny. It’s that simple. Don’t 
over complicate life.
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• You have to hurt in order to be able to 
heal, that is a given.

• We all have inner strength though…find 
yours.

• Just get up and do it. This is only a small, albeit 
painful, part of your journey. Learn what you 
can from it.

Don’t be afraid!

Life is about choice!
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In the same breath, I’m so sick and tired of the way society handles 
abuse. I’m sick of people who are ignorant about the topic yet claim 
to know what you must be going through. Can everyone really relate 
to your so called dad trying to stick his tongue down your throat or 
asking you to suck his penis? (The one thing I oddly refused to do.)
Unless you have been there, you can’t possibly have any idea of what 
myself and others have experienced. 

Too often the abused is treated like a criminal, as in my case, it’s 
insane, beyond comprehension. The “justice system” don’t even get 
me started on that, it was a nightmare on its own, as well as a whole 
chapter!

So many families often don’t want to believe the child, or worse, are 
aware of the problem and do absolutely nothing to rectify it.

It pains me to hear stories where the mother believes her boyfriend 
or husband over her own child’s confessions. I am sure that there are 
cases where kids do lie, for whatever reason, I cannot answer that, 
but for goodness sake at least investigate their accusations. Perhaps 
they have been abused on a small scale but the child cries “rape” 
exaggerating about the events which took place, trying to manipulate 
the situation for various reasons. For example, I heard of a girl who 
didn’t like her mothers’ boyfriend and wanted to get rid of him, so 
she claimed that he raped her…a different kind of manipulation. I 
think the accusations should still be investigated, regardless of your 
personal take on it. You could save the child from untold misery.

Taking the child for counselling would most likely get to the root of 
the problem, if you are unsure. Your partner need not know, if that is 
a concern of yours, make an appointment and go on your own rather. 
The truth would most likely come out in these sessions. Please, give it 
some recognition, don’t just ignore the outcry.

I really don’t think that children sit and fabricate these kinds of stories, 
especially if they are young. Where there is smoke there is generally a 
fire…ring a bell? 
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Regardless of the outcome, in terms of the severity of the abuse, I 
believe that the punishment should be the same because an individual 
who is that way inclined would most likely go on to abuse other 
children, fueling their twisted desires if not stopped in their tracks.
A slap on the wrist just doesn’t cut it. These abusers create a lot of 
derelicts in society, through their actions. The ripple effect can be 
quite catastrophic. 
As we know, for every action there must be a reaction, be it good or 
bad. But that is just my personal opinion. Apparently 60% of people 
in rehab have been abused in some way…mmm makes one wonder.

There is so much abuse in society today it is actually quite sickening. 
We have to break this continuous cycle. Please don’t become the 
abuser because of your own internal anger.
Misguided, misplaced or misdirected anger can be deadly. But no 
matter how sad the story may be there is always light at the end of 
that dark tunnel. Just look. 

There is no need to give up on life, no need to have tunnel vision, 
for life is a gift, far too precious to waste. We shouldn’t spend our 
lives wallowing in self pity over what some other idiot or excuse for 
a human being has done, or is doing to us. We did not, nor do not 
have control over these situations and did not ask for them to happen. 
We were brainwashed from a young age. Of this I need to consciously 
remind myself. We could be gone tomorrow, why deprive ourselves of 
a happy life?
 
In trying to understand “Why me?” I remind myself that I am not the 
only person in this world who has been affected by circumstances, 
although at times, one is inclined to feel that way, since this is a taboo 
topic and isn’t spoken about around the dinner table. One can feel 
very alone, almost helpless and at times, completely lost.
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When I want to start playing the “victim of 
society role,” or “the world owes me something 

role,” I remind myself that there are others in this 
world that have had far worse experiences in life.

• I think of children in orphanages, where survival of the  
 fittest means exactly that, when the older kids are the top  
 of the food-chain, and the younger ones suffer at their 
 hands so to speak. 

• I think of the children and adults sleeping on the cold,  
 violent, heartless, filthy, drug infested streets of our cities,  
 abandoned by the society we claim to love.

• I think of wars amongst nations and the suffering   
 experienced by civilians due to the massive human ego of  
 mankind, of the aftermath of war, the unnecessary   
 destruction of homes and cities.

• Of genocide, ethnic cleansing, because different groups  
 of people have different views and beliefs. What, are we no  
 longer allowed to think?

• I think of mass starvation because some countries have  
 nothing to offer the world. 

• Of chronic diseases, and I realize that I have plenty to be  
 grateful for and my childhood becomes so irrelevant and  
 then my question becomes, "Why them?"
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Join me on a journey of discovery which begins at the beginning, with 
the horrors that go on behind closed doors, doors that are open, in 
cars and in car parks, in the garage and workshop, in the swimming 
pool, in front of the school, hell, just about anywhere and everywhere 
you can think of. 


