
 

 

Sarah’s Story 

I was always an awkward teenager, and never really felt I had much attention from men, until that is 

I met Rob.  He was so handsome and tall, well-spoken and funny, and paid so much attention to me, 

I was 17, he was 24 and I fell in love with Rob, fast, within a few months and just after my 18th 

birthday I had moved into his house.  My mum wasn’t as sure as I was about Rob, she always said he 

made her feel uncomfortable, it was hard as I was always so close to my mum, and it didn’t feel like 

she approved of him.  We went to lunch at my parents’ house one day, and Rob was very rude to my 

mum, he made her cry. My dad was fuming and a heated row soon followed, my dad asked Rob to 

leave.  Rob stood up to go and looked at me, I didn’t want to leave with my mum being so upset, so I 

told him to go home, and we would speak later. 

A few hours later, I returned home Rob was furious, he began to yell at me not taking his side, and 

telling me over and over again that I shouldn’t speak to my parents ever again.  When I told him how 

ridiculous that sounded, he grabbed me by the hair and punched my face.  I felt my lip explode and 

blood trickled down my chin, I tried to pull away, but he pushed me to the floor, kicking me over and 

over again.  Then he stopped, and as I tried to drag myself to the door, he put his arms around me 

and begged me to stay, begged me to forgive him.  He explained that he had a temper and that my 

mother had really upset him, he promised he would never hurt me again, because he loved me. 

I didn’t visit my parents until the bruises had faded, I called them regularly and they sounded so 

concerned, it was hard to lie to them, but it would’ve been so much harder to tell the truth.  Months 

went by and although Rob was a little moody from time to time, we began to move on.  That is until 

my school friend Lou arrived to stay for a few weeks in the summer.  Although Lou was my best 

friend, I hadn’t told her about the incident as I knew she would go on at me about it.  We made 

some plans for shopping during the week and on her final night with us, she decided that we would 

have a girl’s night up town and we invited some old pals from school.  We got a little drunk, and Lou 

bumped into an old boyfriend, Mike, from school, and decided to stop at his house that night.  I was 

a little worse for ware, so Mike’s friend Danny offered to take me home.  Danny was greeted at the 

door by Rob, one glimpse of his eyes made me sober up, I could see how mad he was, and as Danny 

left and Rob closed the front door the slap seemed to come from nowhere.  He called me many 

names that night, and his punches and slaps seemed relentless, a neighbour called the police, who 

arrested him, and offered to take me somewhere else.  Lou arrived just at the point that Rob was 

being taken away.  She told me that Danny had tried to get back in after he heard my body being 

thrown towards the front door.  Danny called Mike to bring Lou back and he had also called the 

police.  Danny, Mike and Lou took me to the hospital; I had three broken ribs, a fractured cheek 

bone and needed fifteen stitches.  A nurse asked to speak to me privately and told me I was 10 

weeks pregnant, and that she needed to arrange a scan.  I broke down in tears, why was this 

happening to me? Finding out I was pregnant should’ve been one of the happiest days of my life, 

and instead I was sitting in the hospital battered and broken. 

Luckily the baby was ok, and I was discharged the next morning, Lou drove me to my moms, I was 

dreading to see her, dreading the ‘I told you so’s” but she was calm and asked me what I was going 



to do.  I knew I wanted to keep the baby, but I was still so in love with Rob, it was my fault for getting 

drunk after all, and if I had known I was pregnant none of this would have happened.  I really hoped 

that Rob could forgive me for upsetting him.  My mother cried when I went back to the house Rob 

and I shared, as we pulled away, she couldn’t even look at me, but Rob was my future and I didn’t 

want to be a single mum.  I wanted a happy family, like the one I had grown up in, day trips, and 

seaside holidays in Bournemouth, I wanted us to be happy, and the only way for that to happen was 

to forgive Rob. 

Rob was so doting with me during my pregnancy and the following March Alice was born; Rob 

seemed to bring me little gifts every day when he returned from work, chocolates, sweets flowers.  

He was always ordering takeaways, so I didn’t have to spend time cooking and we could enjoy Alice.  

As such my weight crept up, one evening as I took the plates into the kitchen Rob commented that if 

I carried on getting fat he wouldn’t find me attractive any more.  I walked into the kitchen crying, he 

followed me asking me why I was upset, it was the truth, he told me that pregnancy had made me 

fat and ugly and he was having to force himself to sleep with me.  I cried myself to sleep that night, 

and soon began to cry myself to sleep most nights.  He would call me horrible names, and say 

hideous things to me; I began to feel so ugly and totally worthless.  

Alice was a pure joy, such a happy, contented baby and when she was about five months I began to 

go to a mother and baby morning once a week at the local community centre.  I got friendly with a 

few other mums and we started to meet up at each other’s houses for playdates, to go shopping or 

to have lunch.  Rob would always give me £20 on these days to treat myself or Alice, but one day 

when he hadn’t left me any money on the side I asked him if I could have some money for lunch and 

to get some nappies.  He looked at me full of hatred and refused.  I had only two nappies left in the 

house, and Rob hadn’t picked any up when he had done the groceries.  However when I saw the way 

he looked at me I got out of the house as fast as I could and pretended that I had forgotten my 

purse.  My friends loaned me a bit of cash, and although I promised to pay them back on our next 

meet up, I was terrified how I would do this, without Rob giving me the money.  Rob dealt with all 

the finances, as I was too thick to do it, I didn’t have a bank account or even a debit card and rather 

than admit this to my friends I went back to my mom’s to ask for a bit of money for nappies, and to 

repay my friends. 

Mum looked concerned when I told her the state of my finances, and so took me to the bank and 

helped me get my own account, jointly with her.  She promised me that she would transfer £100 a 

month for me and Alice, and I convinced her it must be our secret, as Rob wouldn’t understand.  

When I went back home with a fresh bag of nappies, I could tell Rob was furious.  He demanded I 

told him where I had gotten the money from, and I had to lie because if I had told him that mum had 

bought them, he would have lost it.  I told him that I had told my friends that I had forgot my purse 

and they had loaned me the money. I thought that would’ve appeased him, but it didn’t he grabbed 

me by my hair and dragged me up the stairs, threw me in the bedroom and began kicking me, I 

could hear Alice crying from her room and knew my screams were scaring her, so I tried to be 

quieter in my pain.  I must’ve blacked out because the next thing I knew I was back in hospital with 

Lou and my mum glaring at me.   

This time it was serious, I had head trauma and severe swelling, along with internal bleeding, and a 

broken arm, several cracked ribs and many more stitches.  I began to cry and worried where Alice 



was.  My mum comforted me telling me that Alice was at her house with my Dad, and that Rob was 

in a police cell where he belonged.  My tears stung my swollen face as I let out a sob, what was I 

going to do?  What was going to happen to me, what was going to happen to Alice?  I felt so alone 

and so weak, then Lou suggested Strength.  She had told me that she had been doing research about 

domestic abuse and had found a local support group, for women like me that held weekly meetings, 

to understand what was happening to us and why.  I wasn’t interested at first.  I was more terrified 

that Rob would be angry that we hadn’t come back home, but mum and Lou insisted I attended at 

least one session, and that one of them would come with me for support. 

The session was run by a former survivor of domestic violence and also a trained counsellor.  No one 

looked at my bruises, no one asked me any questions, and there was no pressure and it felt like the 

other ladies in the group were being listened to, and not being judged for not leaving their partner.  

There was no pressure about pressing charges, or about stopping at refuges.  Just support and the 

freedom for me to choose my own path.  I love Rob, I would be lying to myself if I said otherwise, I 

know I can’t change him, or how he responds to stress and pressure, but I can change my life and 

help give my daughter a better life.  Strength is giving me that strength to decide what is right for us, 

but in my own time, and in the meantime Strength is equipping me with the tools to keep Alice and 

me safe. 

(Names have been changed to protect Sarah) 

 

 

 


