
It was October 2015. After struggling with my demons for so long, things were finally at a 

relatively stable place in my life. I’d recently discovered I was pregnant with my boyfriend, 

Ryan’s child and it was hard news to swallow. I’d struggled to maintain a full pregnancy for 

seven years, with all of my pregnancies either ending in miscarriage or stillbirth. The two of 

us were keeping the news between us until I felt ready to tell my friends and family as I 

didn’t want to get my hopes up. 

  I was being distracted from my sudden news as the two of us were getting ready for a 

celebration. At sixty-three, my grandfather had finally decided to retire after many decades of 

being an art dealer. The party was being thrown in a rented hall and it was going to be a 

gathering consisting of me, Ryan, my parents, my aunt, my cousins and my uncle. It wouldn’t 

have been a problem, except my mother and I hadn’t spoken to my uncle since 2000. I had 

my own reasoning for the estrangement, but I didn’t know about my mother’s. Coming face 

to face with my uncle was going to be my worst nightmare, but Mum and I had both agreed 

to it for the sake of Granddad.  

  My nervous nature was very well hidden, but my mother’s wasn’t. As time had wared on, it 

became apparent she was growing more and more visibly panicked and I needed to know 

why. 

  I watched as she paced our living room floor from the comfort of our couch with Ryan by 

my side. She was walking fast back and forth and I was growing more worried about her. 

Dad wasn’t around to help her feel better as he was going to meet us at the hall, so it fell to 

me. 

  “Mum, are you okay?” I asked promptly. 

  “Perfectly fine,” She lied through gritted teeth.  

  I really wanted to believe her, but she suddenly began to visibly shake, and she looked set to 

crack, but why? My gaze towards her shifted briefly when I turned to my side to look at 

Ryan. He was staring directly at Mum and it was clear he wasn’t buying her lie either. 

  “Marion, you’re clearly not fine,” Ryan cut in and I nodded in agreement with his words. 

  She didn’t respond. Instead, her shaking was worsening. She began hyperventilating and she 

immediately began experiencing a sudden panic attack.  

  “I can’t face him, I just can’t, not after all this time,” Mum spoke as she stopped her pacing 

and she dramatically collapsed to the floor and she started crying.  

  It wasn’t normal crying. It was a sudden meltdown where she started screaming out of 

nowhere and it caused me to leap to my feet. I ran over to her, I knelt and when I tried to 

supportively wrap my arms around her, she pushed me aside. She then looked at me, dead in 

the eyes with a look I’d never seen her give me before. She’d always been a strong woman, 

but she was suddenly weakened and broken. 

  “Mum? You’re scaring me. I know you and Vinny haven’t talked or seen each other in 

fifteen years, but why are you so terrified to be in a room with him?” I was expecting silence 

or at least a refusal to reveal an answer, but she delivered a devastating blow. 

  “It was him, he was the one,” She nervously spoke through tears. 

  “The one? What are you talking about?” 

  “He’s the one who raped me when I was a kid!” 

  She started to breathe shakily and she couldn’t hold back her tears as she continued. “I 

stupidly thought he was an angry teenager and that by becoming a young dad, he changed 



completely. He was a good dad and such a great uncle and I don’t know what happened. you 

started randomly lashing out him and I had no choice but to finally sever ties.” 

  I couldn’t stop my eyes from widening and my jaw dropped completely. It was like a fog 

had been lifted and everything suddenly made sense. I was so shocked that I myself felt tears 

coming on and I knew I was worrying my mother. I assumed she thought it was just my 

reaction to the reveal, but it wasn’t. She’d kept quiet for twenty-eight years and I had a 

fifteen-year-old secret of my own to reveal. 

  “There’s a reason I started lashing out at him. That night you left me alone with him on my 

birthday…he raped me too.” 

  There was an immediate silence and it was uncomfortable. Mum was understandably 

speechless and shocked, so was Ryan. I shifted from kneeling down to fully sitting down and 

I was staring down at my feet as I slowly began rocking myself backwards and forwards. I 

had kept quiet that having it out in the open was a weird feeling and it also made me feel 

uneasy. I’d felt like a victim for most of life, always a rape victim, but I was more than that. I 

was a survivor. 

  “The silence was killing me, and that’s all there ever was,” I spoke, finally cutting through 

the tension with some noise, “Keep quiet, that was all I knew. I pretended nothing happened, 

that nothing was wrong and look how well that turned out. I wasted fifteen years of my life 

hating myself and being destroyed by my own mental health. I spent every waking day 

wanting to die and it was all his fault. 

  It had always held me back, but I had always lived with the knowledge that since he wasn’t 

actively involved in my life anymore, no one would ever have to know what he did. Had 

Mum been the same? For thirteen years after, she lived with it, she kept a relationship with 

Vinny and she seemed to function normally. If I hadn’t started acting out, the two of them 

would have kept talking to each other. Even if he hadn’t attacked me, why did she pretend 

that what he’d done was okay? 

  “Why didn’t you say anything?” Mum asked. 

  “Why didn’t you?” I asked as I slowly raised my head and I suddenly felt an overwhelming 

amount of anger as I faced my mother, “You knew what he did, you kept quiet and you left 

me alone with him that night! Just because someone is a good dad, it doesn’t excuse them 

from being a rapist!” 

  I was expecting a response just as angry as mine was from her, but I got nothing verbal. 

Instead, she leaned towards me, she wrapped her arms tightly around me and as soon as my 

head was buried in her chest, I felt the tears start again. Not long after she wrapped her arms 

around me, I heard Ryan leap from the sofa and in seconds, his arms were wrapped around 

my back and it left me feeling emotionally overwhelmed. 

  “You aren’t what happened to you,” Ryan soothingly whispered, and it was enough to set 

me off completely. The tears were never-ending, and it was like fifteen years’ worth of 

waterworks were coming out of me. 

  I cried, Mum cried and hell, even Ryan cried and after unleashing all my emotions, I 

managed to compose myself. Despite the revelation, Vinny was at Granddad’s retirement 

party. He was having the time of his life and our family were completely in the dark about 

what he’d done. We needed to go to the police and finally get the justice we deserved. 



“We need to report him,” I spoke as I wriggled my way out from in between the two of them, 

“We’ve both kept quiet for so long and it’s time for the truth to come out.” 

  “Lex is right, Marion,” Ryan sighed from behind me as he moved to face the two of us. 

  “No,” Mum shook her head, “We need to go to that retirement party and confront him and 

let everyone know who he really is. 

 

I tried to reason with her, so did Ryan, but Mum was stubborn as hell, and we didn’t go to the 

police. Instead, all three of us rushed out of the house and ran as fast as we could to where his 

party was being held, in a small hall he’d rented out on the edge of the city. I was completely 

on edge when we walked in and Mum was a visible mess. She was shaking like she had been 

previously, she was desperately trying to hold back tears and I was worried about her.  

  I glanced around the room and watched as Dad and Granddad were joking around with each 

other. Aunt Poppy was getting drunk with Grandma. Dakota and Alabama, Poppy’s 

daughters were deep in conversation with one another and Emily and Austin, Vinny’s kids 

were conversing with an older guy. I hadn’t seen him in years, but it was no mistaking that 

they were speaking to their father. 

  The last time I’d seen Vinny, he was thirty. Not even fifteen feet from me was the same man 

I’d last seen fifteen years ago and I was frozen to the spot. He looked exactly the same, 

except he had more lines on his face and his black hair was starting to lose its colour. He was 

smiling and laughing, being a normal kind of guy and it didn’t seem right that. How could the 

same happy guy I was seeing be the same one who’d raped two people? 

  I physically couldn’t walk forward as it was too much. Mum somehow found the strength to 

and Vinny noticed her straight away, so he walked towards her. Suddenly, every single 

person in the room stopped what they were doing. They all eagerly watched as a brother and 

sister were facing each other for the first time in fifteen years. I thought Mum would have 

entered the hall screaming and letting everyone know what he’d done, but I was wrong. As 

soon as she was close enough, she raised her left arm and punched him so hard in the face 

that he fell to the ground clutching his nose. 

  “Aunt Marion, what the hell?!” Emily shouted in shock as she ran up to Vinny to make sure 

he was okay, “Dad, are you okay?” She reached her right hand out towards him and he took 

the gesture and stood back up on his feet again. 

  “Have you ever wondered why your father and I don’t get along?” Mum asked Emily, “In 

fact, do any of you?” She started turning on the spot as she directed her second question to all 

of our relatives and she suddenly turned around again to face Vinny. As the seconds passed, 

she was becoming more and more of an emotional mess, “I was so stupid to think you had the 

capability to change. I excused what you did that night and what did you do? You did the 

exact same to my daughter!” She was resorting to screaming and she looked set to punch 

Vinny again, until Emily reacted quickly. She placed herself in between him and her and she 

was holding back Mum. 

  I was quietly and nervously watching the scenario unfold in front of me. Ryan was holding 

my hand in support and it would have made me feel better, but my family was about to be 

ripped to shreds with horrific revelations and I was trying to prepare myself for the fallout. 

  “What night?” Granddad decided to interject as he slowly walked over towards Emily, 

Vinny and Mum, “Vinny, what’s she talking about?”  



Vinny remained silent, but he was evidently nervous and everyone around him seemed 

puzzled. 

  “There’s only one night I could be talking about, Dad,” Mom uttered, “Twenty-eight years 

ago, he’s the one who attacked me and thirteen years later, he did the same to my daughter!” 

  It was like everything had stopped. My mind was loud with dreadful thoughts, but 

everything around me was quiet. All eyes were on both me and Mum and I wanted to talk or 

scream out that he’d taken so much of me, but nothing was formulating in my mouth. My 

heart was slowly shattering into a million pieces as I watched everyone else’s break too and 

their happiness had been ripped away from them and replaced with misery and horror. I was 

always told that just because you were quiet, it didn’t mean you were weak, but the silence all 

around was so bad that it felt like my strong family was reduced to nothing. 

  No one seemed to be moving and I was surprised Vinny hadn’t tried to deny what he’d been 

accused of, but Dad soon quickly changed that. I watched as he walked up to Vinny and he 

had a look of anger in his eyes, which Vinny seemed to recognise, and he looked set to flee. 

Dad was quick to act, and he grabbed Vinny and attempted to pin him down, but Vinny 

overpowered him, threw him to the floor and started running out of the door. In mere 

seconds, he’d shown his guilt and he was gone, just like that. 

  “Come back here, you coward!” Dad screamed as he too attempted to run out and it was 

when I could finally move, I ripped my hand away from Ryan’s and I wrapped my hands 

around Dad’s left arm and he stopped. 

  “Dad, please, don’t…” I spoke as I locked my eyes with his and I felt my tears were starting 

up again. 

  “He did that to you, to Marion, I…” He couldn’t even string together a full sentence as he 

was too traumatised. 

  As my eyes shifted from him, I scanned the room and I watched my family fall to pieces 

before me. Mum had crumbled to the floor below us and she was hysterically crying with 

Grandma shifting herself to be on the floor beside her and console her, Emily was consoling 

Austin as he was visibly falling apart at the thought of his father being a rapist and Aunt 

Poppy and Granddad were stood side by side, clueless as to what to do next. 

  “We need to call the police,” Ryan calmly spoke from beside me as he began reaching into 

his back pocket to take his phone out and I nodded in response. 

  “Why weren’t they called before you came here?” Dad angrily whispered to me. 

  “We tried to convince Mum, but she was hellbent on coming here first. Dad, I know you’re 

angry, but I don’t want to talk about this now. I need to wrap my head around this and try to 

stop my family from completely falling apart.” 

  “Understood.” 

  I knew that the police would act fast, but what if it was too late? Vinny had driven to the 

party, so he probably scrambled to his car and sped off into the night. There was no way he 

would have gone home and he was most likely going to flee the city. 

  I was conjuring up fake scenarios in my head, but I knew one thing for certain. My mother 

and I, despite both speaking the truth had flung out accusations of historical sexual abuse and 

most likely, nothing was going to happen. He had gotten away with his crimes for so long 

and we were never going to get any justice, only more heartache. 

 


