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****** Triggers ****** 

Phones 

Taryn called me a lot. She knew when I got home from school and would call me usually 
only minutes after I got off the bus. At first I liked it. I loved talking to her for hours, but 
eventually it became uncomfortable. I wanted to talk to her, but I got sick of doing it for six 
hours a day. Sometimes she wouldn’t let me get off the phone with her until I went to bed or 
had to go eat dinner. 

When we were talking at night, Taryn would ask me to tell her about having sex with her. 
She wanted me to describe what I wanted to do to her. This was okay. I liked it at first, until 
she started to make me talk about it at inappropriate times and until I didn’t want to do 
anything to her. I shared a room with my little brother and she would make me talk about 
fucking her while I was going to bed with my little brother only a couple yards away. Can 
talking be rape? I’m not really sure how I feel about this, but I felt like Taryn expected me to 
fuck her with my words and I didn’t want to.   

Most of what Taryn talked about was sex. She was obsessed with it and I wasn’t. I remember 
wanting to talk about something that happened at school once, but instead she made me listen 
to her masturbate on the phone. I think that I was playing a video game at the time, so I just 
focused on that instead until she came. I didn’t want to hang up be-cause then she would just 
call back a bunch and yell at me.   

The phone eventually became something I dreaded and still dread now almost ten years later. 
I still avoid talking on the phone to people. I’m not afraid of someone trying to get me to do 
sexual things on the phone. I just don’t like talking on the phone at all now. I avoid calling 
people even though I want to talk to them. It’s a little easier to deal with now because I can 
text people with my cell phone. Abuse and rape can still happen over the phone. It can be 
verbal, and just talking can be as nonconsensual as touching. 

There are all of these pressures to saying things to partners. We’re so afraid of talking to each 
other. Normative culture is consumed with a rape culture that exists even within our words 
and expectations of sexuality, existing in all facets of our lives. I didn’t realize how important 
consent for talking was until I started to see someone that asked if it was okay to talk and 
more specifically if was okay to talk about certain things, instead of forcing the topic out into 
the open so it had to be talked about.   



Smell  

She said she only wanted to have sex for a minute and I saw her starting to get mad at me. I 
agreed to having sex for a minute. She was on top for the first time and after a minute I was 
afraid that I was going to come, so I wanted to stop. I asked her to stop and she pushed me 
down and kept humping me. I tried to push her off and yell. I even tried to hit her, but she 
only smothered me and held me down. I could feel myself coming and yelled at her to please 
stop. I managed to push her to the side, but only after I had just came. 

Taryn immediately started crying. In a panic, I got dressed, trying not to look at her. I knew 
we were really late, but Taryn kept crying, saying how awful she was and that she would kill 
herself because of how awful she was. Because she had just raped me. I said I didn’t care, 
because I didn’t think it was rape and didn’t want her to kill herself and was more worried 
about getting back to the school on time. 

It’s weird to me now that Taryn thought that this was rape, but that none of the times before 
that we had sex were rape, or that my fingers were raping me. Taryn wasn’t raping me when 
she forced me inside of her when she knew I didn’t want to, and wouldn’t let me stop. Taryn 
wasn’t raping me when I knew nothing about sex and she knew a lot and lied to me. Taryn 
wasn’t raping me when I didn’t want a blowjob, but I let her do it anyways because I knew 
that if she was going down on me then it would take up time until we weren’t alone anymore. 
But, her forcing me down and fucking me definitely was her raping me. I didn’t think so, 
though, because boys didn’t get raped. 

As we walked back I asked if she was going to be a mess when we got to the car. Which, 
might have not been the nicest thing to say. She hit me again and cried more. 

When we got to the school, I saw my mom’s car and she was livid, yelling at me for being 
late and inconsiderate. Taryn wasn’t crying anymore, but looked like she had been. I secretly 
hoped my mom would ground me so I wouldn’t be able to see Taryn for a while.   

The smell the smell the smell of: 

I climbed in the car, reeking of sex and knowing my mom smelt it as she yelled at me. Taryn 
cowered in the back. I’m sure that my mom thought Taryn was probably sad because of the 
yelling. All I thought about the whole car ride back was the smell and Taryn being pregnant.  
I was covered in her smell and I didn’t want to be. I think the smell up-set me more than 
being raped because it was a visible sign that I had to deal with. I felt marked and the smell 
nauseated me as I sat trapped in it and I knew my mom could smell it  

Luckily for me, when Taryn hit me, she didn’t leave marks. When she fucked me, it wasn’t 
so hard that I was sore afterwards. When I was on top I could control the speed and force. 
She just left a smell on me that was really hard to wash off. After we had sex I always took a 
shower as soon as possible to get the smell off of me. It always lingered, though and made me 
feel awful whenever I smelt it again. The next time I slept with someone the smell reminded 
me of that night. I avoided going down on people because of it. It took me a few years to be 
okay with that smell again.  

With other people, smells became deterrents. I would always find a way to not like someone 
anymore be-cause of a smell that they had. When I smelled some-thing unpleasant, it wasn’t 



triggering in the sense that I remembered being raped, because until I over-came the smell I 
didn’t think I had been raped. Smells were triggering in the sense that when I smelt another 
person I felt nauseated and didn’t want to be around them anymore. I was constantly 
triggered without knowing what a trigger was. Smells were one of the reasons it was hard for 
me to get close to people after Taryn.   

I met Aster at the collective house. It was kind of the center of Raleigh punk things. They 
lived there. I became involved with them shortly after we met. They were the first person that 
I had sex with after being with Taryn. It was a terrible idea for both of us. The first time we 
had sex I couldn’t come and just got tired out and frustrated. It was also a million degrees in 
the house. I was nauseated by their smell and the heat and felt like shit. I also felt amazing at 
the same time. Everything that I wanted was happening, but it felt terrible for some reason. 
The second that we started to have sex I began to get scared and wanted to not see them any-
more.   

The second time that we tried having sex was at my dad’s house while he was out of town 
after a really cute night at a show. I couldn’t come again. Aster’s smell nauseated me still, 
and they had fresh cuts on their chest that I couldn’t deal with. After I got tired and we 
stopped having sex, we took a very awkward and quiet shower. I was afraid to bring up what 
I felt to them, but after we finished showering and ate cereal I finally did. We stayed up all 
night and came out to each other about a lot of our shit. We talked and it wasn’t a fight! We 
listened to each other and deconstructed what we were feeling.   

Aster used sex as a way to cope with their self-image and self-esteem. They told me about 
previous abuses. It was the first time I had ever heard someone talk about being abused, and 
it made me realize that I too had been abused. 

Aster was the first person I ever told about Taryn. 

I started to realize that a lot of the things they went through affected me in similar ways. 
Listening to them and talking to them about what happened to them helped me piece together 
that I had been raped, that I had been abused and manipulated by Taryn. We talked about my 
relationships since then and how I reacted to getting close to people, how I had reacted to 
getting close to them. Aster thought I was afraid of committing to people and could probably 
never be with anyone because of it. That made me feel bad, because I wanted to have a 
partner, but knew it would be really hard. We decided that it wouldn’t be a good idea for us 
to keep seeing each other, but still hung out every day and cuddled at night and gave each 
other massages when we felt like shit. They made me realize that it wasn’t okay to feel the 
nausea that I felt around people I got close to. They made me recognize what it was. I still 
didn’t have any tools for getting passed the nausea, but I knew it was there and I knew that 
fucked up things happened to people and it could affect them over years. I knew that I was 
able to be raped and had been. I also knew then that as far as common experience went, what 
happened to me was totally normal. 

When Scout and I had sex, I felt great. There was no worrying about pregnancy or disease. I 
was doing exactly what I wanted to do, and so were they. And we both knew it. All the 
uncomfortable feelings and associations I had with smells, fingers, and commitment 
disappeared. I didn’t feel nauseated by their smell and actually immersed myself in it, 
wanting to bury myself in them. I was worried that I wouldn’t be able to come, because I 
hadn’t been able to since having sex with Taryn, but everything worked like I wanted it to. 



Whatever sense of nor-malcy I had been looking for I found in consent, with being able to 
talk to my partners and listen to them. We both knew exactly what the other wanted. What is 
better than that? We could ask for anything without being worried about being embarrassed, 
or having to trick the other person into getting into a situation where they had to do what we 
wanted. We just had to ask. 



Baby Talk 

Have you ever had those discussions of ex-partners and you know you’re both subtley telling each 
other shit things that have happened to you to warn the other of triggers? 

If that helps you understand it better, great, but it might not help you deal with it better.  The first 
step is usually choosing to communicate about your communication.  This can be riddled with traps, 
hurdles, hurt feelings and defensiveness.  Prepare your comments before you enter the 
conversation, that way you are less likely to inadvertently say something in a way that triggers a 
negative response/felling in your partner.   

Some couples use pet names, playful behaviour and babyish speech as an expression of their 
love and attachment to each other. Others – especially those who have to witness their 
behaviour in public – may view such displays of affection as immature, sickly and somewhat 
pathetic.  

Infantile behaviour might signify in a relationship. Some see it as a healthy sign of security, 
vulnerability and healthy attachment whilst others regard it as displacement behaviour used 
by adults struggling to vocalise their needs, anger or other negative emotions in a mature 
way.  

One of you is exhibiting the behaviour whilst the other one is repelled by it. If your 
relationship is going to survive and thrive – then you will both need to find a way of 
communicating emotional intimacy in a way that meets both your needs without alienating 
each other in the process.  

At the moment your boyfriend must believe on some level - consciously or not – that his 
behaviour gets results. It must have worked with him in the past – perhaps with his other ex-
girlfriends or with his mother. Maybe he thinks he is being cute or endearing or that being 
“vulnerable” like that is attractive to women.  

Have you noticed what triggers the behaviour? Is it when he wants affection or is it when he 
feels insecure or fearful? Does he do it when he wants to avoid a difficult situation or a tricky 
topic of conversation? Does he do it when he wants to have fun and thinks you are being too 
serious? Or is it more to do with him wanting to get his own way? Try and think back to the 
times it has happened and see if you can work out what may have been the catalyst.  

But whatever has happened up until now, you are right to want to address it. If you leave it 
much longer you will end up losing your respect and attraction for your boyfriend. The 
question is – what to say and when?  

I would recommend that you seize the moment soon. Chose a date in the next week when you 
are together just the two of you and have plenty of time to talk. Ideally pick a moment when 
neither of you is tired, hungry or upset.  

I would start by affirming him. Mention the things that you appreciate about him and your 
relationship. Then tell him that you would like to take a risk in the relationship by saying 
something honest and ask him if he thinks that would be ok? (Asking him invites him into the 
process). If he says, “no” you’ll need to find out why not. But if he says “yes” then, explain 



that there is one thing that he does occasionally that you find rather tricky. Give specific 
examples of what it is and when it happens (especially if he is unaware of doing it) and let 
him know how it makes you feel. If he offers any explanation for why he does it, try to 
respond empathetically and take time to listen and to understand what is behind his 
behaviour.  

You may also want to explain about your romantic past and why you find it difficult to deal 
with mutual “vulnerability” in a relationship. Explain that you know that this is an area that 
you want to work on too. Perhaps you could suggest that you help each other – he could help 
you to open up and trust and you could help him to express his  

feelings in a more mature fashion. You may also want to give him permission to tell you if 
there is anything about your behaviour that he struggles with.  

****** 

Baby talk an be annoying, but it can also denote healthy attachment 

Your level of annoyance is understandable, but not unique to issues of baby talk, it is common place 
for couples to become frustrated with the way their partner communicates in general or in specific 
circumstances.  Baby talk is not unique as a source of this type of communication frustration.  Many 
individuals are more cerebral in their communication (lets do things like this because it makes is 
logically correct) and many are more emotional in their communication (lets do things this way 
because it feels more correct).  This type of communication problem is more common, but the one 
you describe probably gets more attention, in part because it is more apparent.   

If it helps, I can offer information on a study on Baby talk done in 2005 and published in Personal 
Relationships (not a peer reviewed journal).  They reviewed baby talk as it pertains to parenting and 
as it pertains to relationships.  They also distributed a questionnaire about baby talk in relationships.  
What they found was that individuals who had baby talked to friends or romantic partners tended to 
be more secure and less avoidant with regard to attachments in general.  Within a particular 
romantic relationship, indicators of intimacy and attachment accounted for about 22% of the 
variance in baby talk frequency. Partner's baby talking was the strongest predictor, accounting for 
about 42% of the variance. Communication intentions accompanying baby talk paralleled the 
hallmarks of attachment, especially affection and play.  They concluded by suggesting that baby talk 
functions in the process of intimate personal connection. 

It should be noted that this was not the best example of a scientific study, but to my knowledge, it is 
the only one out there to actually look at baby talk as it pertains to adult relationships.  All the other 
studies look at baby talk as it pertains to infants. 



*****  Humiliation felt relating to Sex Acts  ***** 

PIV 

I imagine when I'm receiving enjoyment from getting my needs met, that my lover can't 
possibly be happy because I am not the one dominating the situation so I move into the 
driving seat to feel sick like I'm a puppet on strings, to withdrawing all emotion, to crying 
myself to sleep. 

My hands are tied, she’s in control, enjoying all of me to herself, but then she’s losing touch 
with me, the me that is not acting upon her, going into her own world, getting more and more 
distant, I enjoy watching her touch herself though, I start touching her neck and she wimpers 
joyously, I sit up and start stroking her body, she would intermittently open her eyes and grab 
hold of me, then she asks me for PIV*, now I’m lost, I ask if she wants to untie me, she’s 
forgotten, she asks if that’s what I want like someone who lights a cigarette, then remembers 
to ask if I mind having smoke blown in my face in a room the size of a closet with no 
windows. I feel trapped. 

She unties me and tries to pull me closer to her, I do but then I jerk back as soon as her eyes 
close again when it’s safe to hide. I can’t touch you now, I’m watching you from a dark well 
behind my eyes, I see you open your eyes and get a surprise, you try to touch me to recapture 
the energy, I lie and say I want to watch you touch yourself to orgasm, I mumble I’m ok and 
to carry on, she realises something’s very wrong, I know I’ve ruined the moment for her, 
we’re looking at each other like strangers now. 

She asks me what happened, she’s upset I didn’t communicate; I just curl up into a ball and 
cry 

KINK 

Submissive Desires 

Role Playing Dominance fantasies badly. 

X was very submissive and always liked to be tied up and blindfolded if I would oblige. She 
met me building tree houses and I think she thought she was bedding someone mysterious, 
manly and dominant. This was a real in at the deep end of dysfunctional gender dynamics to 
learn about sex, which is why this movie cuts so deep. 

After the first few times we had sex she was shocked that I’d taken time to make sure she’d 
orgasm, I think this was a revelation to her that it went past just wooing her to ‘get access‘. 
When she realised she could suggest things for me, she stopped seeing me as an independent 
individual, but something she could control, because her version of a sexual man was not 
considering her needs. 

Sex was a battle ground because either I was suppressing pain and frustration at being held up 
to a fantasy I wasn’t or she was suppressing resentment for needing to hold onto me.  

She needed to feel dominated sexually and I think this flowed over into everyday life 
unchecked. She wanted a reaction to the abuse that she doled out because if you’re not 



abusing me back, you’re not caring. Domination would almost always play a part of our sex 
life and if I began to feel burnt out or exploited I was certainly cast off as bringing up 
unwelcome emotions. 

Honestly It was a horrible situation all round because in reality she was really dominating me 
personally and sexually; having seen that I wasn't out just to use her, she set about to use me 
for every act of humility she could squeeze out of me because she only knew herself or her 
social standing/identity by what she could squeeze out of her friends and relationships. 

Submissive oriented people can just as easily Abuse as Dominant Tops, by Dominating sex 
from the Bottom postion. 

Knowing that I couldn’t change her fantasies I asked for foreplay to be at least more equal 'so 
that it would be more exciting when I dominate her', but in reality she had to dominate me 
from the bottom to remind me I was actually spending too much time just lying there 
massaging her. 

When I untied her so she could see me or stopped explicitly playing the dominant role I’d see 
her not being able to look at me or not breaking eye contact; just staring at me completely 
disconnected, then laugh at me for awkwardly pulling out then passing it off by saying I was 
endearing.  So I would stop altogether and make up stories about getting a headache because 
I didn’t want to orgasm. 

Having tense sex while she was hiding having had sex with other people. 

Disconnected sex as currency thinking that she needed to return the favour to ‘make me 
happy’ 

Play wrestling for kisses turned into her pushing me into scary sex where she’d want me to be 
physically holding her down, while she’d be pretending to resist, very early on in the 
relationship.  The image seared in to my brain of her shaking her head to me climaxing 
because she didn’t want the scene to end, and wanted to pretend she wasn’t consenting. 



“What?” he shouted as though he was in disbelief that I was actually a guy. 

“Sure I would, if she got off on that, why not? (I was downplaying how much I actually 
wanted it from a woman) I love it when a woman takes control”. 

He started to go on, poking fun a bit that it was clear I was into that sort of thing. Not in a fun 
way but in a I’m-a-bigger-man-because-I-don’t-let-a-woman-take-control sort of way. 

It may have been the beers, but I looked at him with a dead stare and said something along 
the lines of “I’ve done down on women you could only dream of giving you the time of day”. 
I should have added “you boring vanilla fuck”. 

The conversation quickly changed. I don’t think we ever hung out again. 

This idea that submissive men aren’t real men comes up from time to time. 

As if I don’t initiate sex. 

As if I can’t fuck, I can only be fucked. 

There’s a group of married guys I hang out with from work. Good guys, I’d call them friends. 
Sometimes I am tempted to tell them all about myself but something always prevents me. 

A little over a year ago I had a bite mark on my arm. They made a few comments while we 
were having beers. They made a few jokes about it. I wanted to shut them up so I raised my 
shirt to show them a few other marks. Their mouths dropped and I said something like: 

“I slept with an amazingly aggressive woman last night, we both came until we passed out. 
Maybe next month when you can convince your wives to have sex with you, you’ll hope she 
does the same”. 

Ok maybe it wasn’t that mean. Whatever I did say, they shut up about it and now I feel 
they’re living vicariously through me since I’m the single guy with all the female friends. 

I can only tell you that I feel more masculine after submitting like that. It makes me feel 
stronger not weaker. I don’t know why it makes me feel stronger but it does. If anything it 
makes me feel weaker when it’s not there. 

I’m Submissive, Not a Doormat 

I sometimes find myself needing to defend my masculinity. 

Now and then I’ll come upon a situation where someone misunderstands my submission as 
something….hmm…less than manly. 

I remember having drinks with someone, a guy friend..ok a guy acquaintance who had no 
idea that I was into BDSM. Somehow the subject of kinky women came up and how he once 
dated a woman who wanted to spank him and he thought she was a freak. 

“Hell, if a woman wanted to do that to me, I’d let her” I grinned. 



****  Sexual feelings during abuse **** 

Here’s what destroys you: that some of us are designed to shut down and feel terror and 
horror and arousal and shame all at the same time, to crumple before horrible people, to feel 
aroused even as they genuinely destroy you. This is not in any one’s best interest. It’s not hot, 
it’s not awesome. And yet it’s there. 

The worst pain for some of us, that makes you want to scream and not exist and makes you 
want to scream to the heavens that you want to die and escape being in your own body is not 
that you are afraid he will come back. It’s that you are aroused by the possibility that he will. 
And other than destroying your very self, you can’t stop it. It is the cruelest of design flaws 
and the worst people understand it and the most compassionate people don’t. 

However, the conclusion is not that some people want abuse. By definition, abuse is 
something that destroys you, that leaves you feeling violated and harmed in a way you don’t 
want. And part of that mechanism, that involves the desire for the abuse to continue, is that 
many of us are designed to want more intimacy once intimacy has been initiated with a 
person. Many of us don’t want to be left. 

And the agony of feeling harmed by being left by someone you never wanted to be there in 
the first place is confusing and can be debilitating. 

No one wants to be harmed in this way. Among abuse survivor communities the arousal 
involved in abuse situations is often called “body betrayal,” but this doesn’t seem to 
encompass how deep the desires can be for some people. At the root, the desires are often the 
same desires that fit into normal healthy intimate relationships. To be loved, to have an 
ongoing interaction, to be seen and understood at the root of all your emotion, to be taken 
sexually and feel the pleasure of another enjoying your sexual arousal. But these emotions 
have been exploited and manipulated for the gain of others. For some number of people who 
have experienced abuse, the greatest split within the self does not simply come from how 
horrific the acts themselves were but from the feelings of desire and pleasure that can happen 
in human beings even during horrific unwanted acts. 

For some of us, BDSM can be a safe way to explore unpacking some of this desire and how 
these arousal patterns got mixed up with horrific things — or were already hooked up to 
horrific things and that pre-existing fact was exploited by a harmful person. And for some of 
us, taking that out and playing with it may not be a necessary part of recovery at all. 

But simply knowing this — the fact that your arousal and pleasure systems can be activated 
by harmful people is ok — it does not mean you want it, it does not mean that it was good for 
you, or that anyone should have treated you in that way. That can be the greatest healing in 
and of itself. 



BDSM as release 

Then came a night when, while lying in bed with him, I froze up. He asked me again and 
again what he could do to help me, but I could only stare back, unable to respond or to even 
think of what he could possibly do to help. He began to simply run his hands over my body, 
arms and legs and chest and face. And then he used his nails. And then harder, until the pain 
cut through and I felt again, and then he let me lay still, now euphoric from the combination 
of not-quite-being-in-my-body and the pain. 

I started laughing. He attached a dozen clothespins to me, and let me breathe it in and out, 
relaxing even as the pain increased, even as he took them off and the blood rushed back in to 
sting my skin. 

And it all released, and I cried, and cried. Not just because I was suddenly released from a 
terrible mental state, but because this was okay, this was all okay. The message I internalized 
when I was younger was the same for my mental aberrations as it was for my sexual 
deviancy: pain is always bad. Inflicting pain is bad, and willingly taking it for yourself is bad. 
And so, having him be the one to wield the pain, and to tell me I was beautiful as I took it in, 
completely shattered both of those falsehoods in one stroke. 



***It’s not your fault*** 

Sexual response during abuse– important to break down for men forced to penetrate 
someone else 

HOW TO DEAL WITH THIS ISSUE 

If you are a survivor and your body responded to the sexual stimulation during the abuse, it’s 
important to find positive ways to reconcile that reality within yourself without concluding 
that you are “sick” or “bad,” or that your body is. The first step is to acknowledge to yourself 
how your body felt, and later to a supportive and understanding person. Try to do this without 
judgement, but if you can’t, simply telling yourself and someone else (who is non-
judgemental) how you felt will help reduce some of the guilt, shame, isolation, and secrecy. 

If you feel judgmental about yourself, remember that feelings are simply feelings, nothing 
more. They are not facts or statements; they do not say anything about you or anyone else, 
other than you are a fully feeling human being. It’s normal to experience a range of feelings 
during abuse, and one of those feelings may be sexual. It might help to remember the other 
feelings you felt during or after the abuse, because you did not simply feel sexual feelings, 
but you also probably felt betrayal, sadness, fear, confusion, and hurt, even if you didn’t 
realize that until you were much older. 

There are different ways of thinking about this issue, and survivors have come up with 
different ways of dealing with it. Some survivors conclude that the arousal they experienced 
was a physiological reaction that had nothing to do with the perpetrator, and everything to do 
with their own body’s natural responses. That is true. Others conclude that while there was 
some element of arousal that arose from the physical stimulation, the relationship with the 
perpetrator was important, and contributed to how they felt – for instance, they liked/loved 
the perpetrator, had a friendly relationship with her/him, felt taken care of during the abuse, 
and this led to feeling pleasure. They let go of their guilt or confusion by acknowledging that 
they felt a draw to the relationship out of their emotional needs, vulnerability, and/or neglect, 
and by recognizing that it was okay that they felt and responded that way. 

Some survivors take the position that regardless of how they learned what they learned about 
their body and their sexuality (what they enjoy sexually, how to have an orgasm, that they are 
attracted to the same sex, etc.), they like what they know about their body and intend to enjoy 
it without guilt, because this knowledge is about them and their body, not the perpetrator. 
Even if they learned some of those things from what the perpetrator did, that doesn’t mean 
that the perpetrator “owns” those things. They are the only ones who can own their body’s 
responses and sexuality. 

Some survivors find that they are able to accept their feelings of physical arousal, without 
judgement when they feel compassion for themselves, and other survivors include feeling 
compassion for their abusers. Their compassion helps them to let go of judgement, and to see 
themselves as the innocent children they were. 

Some survivors find that feeling shame about having sexual feelings prevents them from fully 
processing their memories. As soon as they remember and feel sexual feelings, they distance 
themselves from the memory and can’t go any further with it. They’re stuck there, unable to 
release their emotions or fully process the memory. When they released some shame and 



could think about the whole incident(s) by writing the memory out or telling someone their 
story, they were able to step back and see the situation with a new perspective and 
understanding. That process helped them to accept what happened and feel at peace with 
themselves. 

How you feel about having sexual feelings during the abuse (as well as when you remember 
the abuse and/or read about sexual abuse) has a direct impact on how you view the abuse and 
yourself, and what you think about the abuse affects how you feel, which is why it’s 
important to work on releasing feelings and critiquing what you think. Some survivors need 
to think a lot about it first, and others need to feel their feelings first. If you’re stuck in one 
mode, try the other mode. For example if you’re stuck in the thinking mode, let yourself feel 
what you felt – then and now – without judgement. Your feelings will pass, in time, and that 
alone will help you to think about yourself with more objectivity and less judgement. 

Some survivors are terrified to tell any one including their therapist that when they remember 
and talk about sexual abuse they feel sexual feelings in their body just as they feel other 
feelings and body sensations. They are afraid of being viewed as sexually inappropriate, 
attracted to the therapist or friend, or turned on by sexual abuse i.e. a perpetrator. Many 
survivors will also feel sexual feelings in their body when they see children or read books 
about sexual abuse because there is a learned association between these things. This does not 
mean the survivor is attracted to children nor their therapists. It means that they are having 
body memories and the feelings need to be seen as such in order to be processed and released. 
Telling your therapist, or acknowledging to yourself, that you are having sexual feelings 
while remembering or talking about the abuse will help to release those feelings. Sharing this 
information in a context of support and understanding is healing. 

.

.
THE ABUSER IS RESPONSIBLE FOR THE ABUSE – REGARDLESS OF HOW YOU 
FELT 

No matter how you felt during the abuse or feel now, you are not responsible for the abuse. 
Even if you felt some pleasure or enjoyment; or you wanted some aspects to continue; or you 
were sexually attracted to the abuser; or you sought the abuser out, the abuser is always 
responsible for the abuse and not the child. Think about it this way: if a child sought you out 
for sexual stimulation, would you do it? 

You are not to blame for what the abuser did, and you and your body are completely separate 
from the abuser. Even if it doesn’t feel that way, it’s still true. It doesn’t matter what your 
body did or didn’t do; you and your body were simply coping as best you could given the 
circumstances (which might have included a larger context of neglect and/or other forms of 
abuse and dysfunction too). 

It helps to heal by acknowledging how you truly felt and how your body responded, to think 
about positive ways of interpreting those responses, to not judge yourself, to place the 
responsibility for the abuse on the abuser, and to view your body separately from the abuse 
and the abuse. Other things you can do to feel more comfortable with your body and sex 
include: being gentle with your body; holding and massaging emotionally charged areas with 
your hand and having a partner hold and massage the area as well (this will help the area to 
let go of some of the emotional charge – the feelings associated with the abuse); gently 



stroking any area of your body that defends, tightens, numbs, or otherwise reacts to sexual 
touch; taking sex slowly and stopping when you need to; breathing; laughing; and having fun 
with sex, touch, and holding. You are meant to – and can – enjoy your body and all of its 
beautiful sensations during sex. 

.

.
IT’S POSSIBLE TO HEAL 

Experiencing sexual feelings during abuse or while remembering or talking about sexual 
abuse is not something anyone should have to feel guilty about. Children feel what they feel 
during abuse, including sexual feelings, and there is nothing wrong with that. For some 
survivors the fact that they felt sexually aroused in an abuse context is embarrassing or 
shameful to admit but the more survivors – in fact, all of us – talk about this issue, the easier 
and less shameful it becomes. When we talk openly about something, we take away its power 
or emotional charge. Survivors reduce the emotional charge, connected to this issue, by 
talking/writing/drawing about it; not listening to anyone who tells them how they “should” 
feel; acknowledging and accepting how they felt and feel; recognizing that none of their 
feelings make them crazy or bad, or like the abuser; and by fostering compassion and 
understanding for themselves and their body. It’s possible to feel better about this issue – one 
tiny step at a time. 




