One memory of hundreds

Words sear deeply into
my already terror-stricken
mind

seven year old child

to become the slave of
Satan

the slave of my abusers

dragged to where the

fire was burning,

beaten first. Severely

on my head and face and jaw.
told he would make

sure | couldn't eat

his food again

washed and clothed for

ceremony

sodomized and tortured

branded to become the property of
Satan

genitals burned with hot shit liquid
burns that soon became infected,
left untreated

branded as satan's slave forever
or so | was told

| am dead and
satan will torment me forever

so | am told

can this just remain a memory

one of hundreds?

Is there healing for my unseen wounds?
Will people stop calling me a liar?

By “A.”, a Survivor of ritual abuse-torture
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