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On Sex As Affection And Validation In Abusive
Relationships
TRIGGER WARNINGS FOR ABUSE AND RAPE
Had this post running round my head for the last couple of hours and for once I wasn't sure
whether or not to write it.
It's gonna be a whole heap of personal.
So I did what any rational, sane internet addict would do and asked Twitter if I should. They said
yes, and who am I to go against the will of the Twitterverse?
So here it is. My thoughts, for what they are worth, on sex and abuse.
I have never been shy about talking about the abuse I have survived. I talked about the violence
, and the rape, and the emotional as well as physical scars I have. But I survived. I survived
able to have a healthy relationship with my friends, my family and especially The Lovely. That I
am able to do this is a real victory for me.
So, what does this have to do with sex?
I like sex. I love it and have quite a high sex drive. I enjoy a wonderful sex life and I'm proud that
I can after all the abuse I have been through. I have no body issues any more and spend 99%
of my time feeling like a sassy, sexy goddess. I'm a regular fucking horndog. Yay me!
It occurred to me today though that my attitude to sex hasn't always been quite so healthy.
When I was in abusive relationships I was being put down. I was fat, ugly, stupid, pathetic.
And I wanted sex. I wasn't horny, I just needed that validation that I was worthwhile. If he was
having sex with me it meant that I wasn't as bad as he was saying. There had to be something
good about me or he wouldn't want to have sex with me right?
I was being beaten. At one point, one of the abusers thought it would be funny to punch me as
hard as he could between my legs. So hard that my pelvic bone was bruised enough that I
couldn't wear underwear for three weeks.
And he still wanted sex with me. I get now it was to cause as much pain to me as possible, but
in my fucked up way I felt GRATEFUL that he would want to have sex with me, someone who
obviously wasn't enjoying it because of the pain. So I cried silently and tried to pretend I liked it.
And I was raped. Continually. But sometimes, (not every time, most of the time I don't even
remember what I was feeling, and definitely not during) afterwards, when I was cleaning up
blood and putting ice packs on the various parts of my body that were in agony, even that in
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some proper fucked up way felt like validation.
He had me that dependent on him that he had me convinced that he wouldn't do it if he didn't
love me so much.
And that made me feel better somehow. Like I wasn't worthless and useless and fat and ugly. I
could cry for how fucked up I was. For how every family relationship where I internalised being
unfeminine and unbeautiful and stupid and just plain worthless had led to this point.
And you know what? I needed comfort after his attacks. Anyone would need comfort after being
attacked. He had me so isolated from anyone who would or could help me or comfort me, that it
had to be him I turned to for that comfort. And there were never any cuddles. So that meant sex.
Like I say, I'm much better these days. Sex is a healthy, enjoyable thing for me. I have no
inhibitions and it is ALWAYS on my terms.
But sometimes, just sometimes, after a row or if I'm feeling hormonal or something I find myself
wanting sex without the accompanying horn. For affection. For validation. Because there is still
a part of me who internalised not being good enough and that will never completely leave.
So always be good to your children and never put them down. They internalise and normalise
that shit and it makes them easier prey for abusers.
And when you see someone in an abusive relationship who isn't leaving and seems to still be
having a sex life, try not to judge. Try to give some empathy and let them know they can talk to
you.
It might save their life.
It certainly saved mine.
This post was first published here - thanks to author for permission to cross post.

We do NOT give permission for posts published as personal experiences to be reproduced,
translated or otherwise published elsewhere. We will not contact people who submit their
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