
 
     Victim Impact Statement of Amy – the Victim in the Misty Series 

 
     I am a 19 year old girl and I am a victim of child sex abuse and child pornography. I 
am still discovering all the ways that the abuse and exploitation I suffer has hurt me, has 
set my life on the wrong course, and destroyed the normal childhood, teenage years, and 
early adulthood that every one deserves.  
 
     My uncle started to abuse me when I was only 4 years old. He used what I now know 
are the common ways that abusers get their victims ready for abuse and keep them silent: 
he told me that I was special, that he loved me, and that we had our own “special 
secrets.” Since he lived close to our house, my mother and father didn’t suspect anything 
when I walked over there to spend time with him.  
 
     At first he showed me pornographic movies and then he started doing things to me. I 
remember that he put his finger in my vagina and that it hurt a lot. I remember that he 
tried to have sex with me and that it hurt even more. I remember telling him that it hurt. I 
remember that much of the time I was with him I did not have clothes on and that 
sometimes he made me dress up in lingerie. And I remember the pictures.  
 
     After the abuse he would take me to buy my favorite snack which was beef jerky. 
Even now when I eat beef jerky I get feelings of panic, guilt, and humiliation. It’s like I 
can never get away from what happened to me.  
 
     At the time I was confused and knew it was wrong and that I didn’t like it, but I also 
thought it was wrong for me to tell anything bad about my uncle who said he loved me 
and bought me things I liked. He even let me ride on his motorcycle. Now I will never 
ride on a motorcycle again. The memories are too upsetting.  
 
     There is a lot I don’t remember, but now I can’t forget because the disgusting images 
of what he did to me are still out there on the internet. For a long time I practiced putting 
the terrible memories away in my mind. Thinking about it is still really painful. 
Sometimes I just go into staring spells when I am caught thinking about what happened 
and not paying any attention to my surroundings.  
 
     Every day of my life I live in constant fear that someone will see my pictures and 
recognize me and that I will be humiliated all over again. It hurts me to know someone is 
looking at them—at me—when I was just a little girl being abused for the camera. I did 
not choose to be there, but now I am there forever in pictures that people are using to do 
sick things. I want it all erased. I want it all stopped. But I am powerless to stop it just 
like I was powerless to stop my uncle.  
 
     When they first discovered what my uncle did, I went to therapy and thought I was 
getting over this. I was very wrong. My full understanding of what happened to me has 
only gotten clearer as I have gotten older. My life and my feelings are worse now because 
the crime has never really stopped and will never really stop.  



 
     It is hard to describe what it feels like to know that at any moment, anywhere, 
someone is looking at pictures of me as a little girl being abused by my uncle and is 
getting some kind of sick enjoyment from it. It’s like I am being abused over and over 
and over again.  
 
     I find myself unable to do the simple things that other teenagers handle easily. I do not 
have a driver’s license. Every time I say I am going to do it, I don’t. I can’t plan well. My 
mind skips out on me when I think about moving forward with my life. I have been trying 
to get a job, but I just keep avoiding things. Forgetting is the thing I do best since I was 
forced as a little girl to live a double life and “forget” what was happening to me. Before 
I realize it, I miss interviews or other things that will help me get a job.  
 
      – 2 – Sometimes things remind me of the abuse and I don’t even realize it until it is 
too late. For example, I failed anatomy in high school. I simply could not think about the 
body because of what happened to me. The same thing happened in college. I went to a 
psychology class where we watched a video about child abuse. Without even realizing 
why, I just stopped going to class. I failed my freshman year of college and moved back 
home.  
 
     It’s easy for me to block out my feelings and avoid things that make me 
uncomfortable. I don’t know when I will be ready to go back to college because I have 
huge problems with avoiding anything that makes me uncomfortable or reminds me of 
my abuse.  
 
     I am always scared that people can look at me and tell that I am a victim of sex abuse 
because my abuse is a public fact. I am worried that when my friends are on the internet 
they are going to come across my pictures and it fills me with shame and embarrassment.  
 
     I am humiliated and ashamed that there are pictures of me doing horrible things with 
my uncle. Everywhere I go I feel judged. Am I the kind of person who does this? Is there 
something wrong with me? Is there something sickening and disgusting about who I am?  
 
     I am embarrassed to tell anyone what happened to me because I’m afraid they will 
judge me and blame me for it. I live in a small town and I think that if one person knows 
then everyone will know. I am just living in fear of the day someone sees those awful 
pictures of me and then “the secret” about me will be out. It’s like my life is on hold for 
that day and I am frozen in time waiting. I know those disgusting pictures of me are stuck 
in time and are there forever for everyone to see.  
 
     I had terrible nightmares for a long long time. I would wake up sweating and crying 
and go to my parents for comfort. Now I still get flashbacks sometimes. There are 
thoughts in my head that are memories of the things that my uncle did to me. My heart 
will start racing and I will feel sweaty and then a stronger picture will pop up in my head 
and I have to leave the situation I am in. I have heard the voice of my uncle in my mind 
still talking to me saying, “don’t tell, don’t tell, don’t tell.” Thinking and knowing that 



the pictures of all this are still out there just makes it worse. It’s like I can’t escape from 
the abuse, now or ever.  
 
     Because I’ve had so many bad dreams, I find it hard to sleep when it’s dark. I like to 
keep the lights on thinking that will protect me from bad dreams. I hate scary movies and 
sometimes have nightmares for days.  
 
     Sometimes I have unreasonable fears that prevent me from doing the normal things 
that other kids do. My friend once asked me to go with her and her uncle to an 
amusement park. I could not get it out of my head that I would be abused. In the end I 
just couldn’t go. I kept wondering if my friend’s uncle had seen my pictures. Did he 
know me? Did he know what I did? Is that why he invited me to the amusement park?  
 
     Trust is a very hard thing for me and often people just make me uncomfortable. I had 
to quit a job I had as a waitress because there was a guy who I thought was always staring 
at me. I couldn’t stop thinking, did he recognize me? Did he see my pictures somewhere? 
I was simply too uncomfortable to keep working there.  
 
     I have trouble saying “no” to people since I learned at a young age that I really don’t 
have control over what’s happening to me. I am trying to learn to get better at this 
because I know that not saying “no” makes it easier for someone to hurt me again.  
 
      Because of the way my uncle bribed me to perform sex acts on camera, I have trouble 
taking gifts from anyone. I always feel that people will expect something from me if they 
give me a present. This makes it difficult in my relationship with friends.  
 
     I want to have children someday, but it frightens me terribly to think about how I 
could keep them safe. Who could I possibly trust? Their teacher? Their coach? I don’t 
know if I could ever trust anyone with my children. And what if my children and their 
friends see my pictures on the internet? How could I ever explain to them what happened 
to me?  
 
     I am very confused about what love is. My uncle said he loved me and I wanted that 
love. But I know now that what he did to me is not love. But how will I be able to tell in 
the future if it is real love or just another person trying to exploit and use me?  
 
     The truth is, I am being exploited and used every day and every night somewhere in 
the world by someone. How can I ever get over this when the crime that is happening to 
me will never end? How can I get over this when the shameful abuse I suffered is out 
there forever and being enjoyed by sick people?  
 
     I am horrified by the thought that other children will probably be abused because of 
my pictures. Will someone show my pictures to other kids, like my uncle did to me, then 
tell them what to do? Will they see me and think it’s okay for them to do the same thing? 
Will some sick person see my picture and then get the idea to do the same thing to 
another little girl? These thoughts make me sad and scared. I blame myself a lot for what 



happened. I know I was so little, but why didn’t I know better? Why didn’t I stop my 
uncle? Maybe if I had stopped it there wouldn’t be so many pictures out there that I can 
never take back or erase. I feel like now I have to live with it forever and that it’s all my 
fault.  
 
     I feel like I am unworthy of anything and a failure. What have I been good for except 
to be used by others over and over again. That’s one of the reasons I haven’t been able to 
get a job or stay in school. I’m tired of disappointing myself. I’ve already had enough 
disappointment for a lifetime and just don’t want any more failure. To me this brings 
back all the terrible feelings and shame of abuse and exploitation.  
 
     Sometimes I deal with my feelings by trying to forget everything by drinking too 
much. I know this isn’t good, but my humiliation and angry feelings are there with me all 
the time and sometimes I just need a way to make them go away for awhile.  
 
     I feel like I have always had to live a double life. First I had to lie about what my 
uncle was doing to me. Then I had to act like it didn’t happen because it was too 
embarrassing. Now I always know that there is another “little me” being seen on the 
internet by other abusers. I don’t want to be there, but I am. I wish I could go back in 
time and stop my uncle from taking those pictures, but I can’t.  
 
     Even though I am scared that I will be abused or hurt again because I am making this 
victim impact statement, I want the court and judge to know about me and what I have 
suffered and what my life is like. What happened to me hasn’t gone away. It will never 
go away. I am a real victim of child pornography and it effects me every day and 
everywhere I go.  
 
     Please think about me and think about my life when you sentence this person to 
prison. Why should this person, who is continuing my abuse, be free when I am not free? 


