S & All Dana ole 27, ever wanted wasal

oin family

to protect her, butinstead her mum made hera victim
> inthe worst child-abuse case in Britain’s history. . .

¢ loved my mum, Caroline
Dunsmore, but she was
never an affectionate or
caring motherand never
gave me hugs orkisses.
IfTever fell overshe’d just
say: “Ohdear.”

She and mydad divorced
when I'was two, but when she
met Billy King she became even
more distant. She was only 19 at
the time and Billy was 41, but she
didn’tmind the age gap and they
gotmarried. I remember Billy
always being kind and playful
and we became a normal family,
Because I'd lost touch with Dad,
Billy became like a father to me.

One day, when I'was six, Billy
and Iwerein the living room
chatting while Muni had gone
out somewhere. Next minute,
Billy asked me tosit next to him.
Then he got out his penis and

asked me to suckit, Ididn’t have
aclue what he was asking —Ijust
didasIwas told. As ['wassix, [ had
noidea it was bad. Afterwards,
hejust zipped himselfup and
Mum came home.

The next day, I'was sitting
with Mumand Billyin the living
roomagain, “Dana,” Mum said.
“Goovero Billyand sit on top
ofhim.” So Thopped over
innocently, forgetting the day
before. Then, Billy got out his
penis and forced it inside me.
Ilooked overat Mum with tears
of pain in my eyes, but she just sat
watching, her eyes cold, as Billy
raped me. Afterwards, Mum took
me to myroom and left me there.

Isat on mybed thinking: “This
must be what happens in families
whenyou get older.” I didn’t like
itand it hurt, but if Mum allowed
it, it must be normal. A few hours

later, Mum called me down for
dinnerand we sat around the
table as if nothing had happened.

By the following weelk, it
happened almost every other
day. Mumwould call me into her
bedroom, while Billy lay on the
bed, and told me to take my pants
off. Afterwards, Mum said if Ttold
anyone, I'd be in trouble,

Afewweeks later, we went to
see Billy’s parents— Peterand
Mary King. By now, Twas quiet
and reserved. [ hated what Iwas
forced to do. Ididn’t knowit was
wrong butit hurt. Butnothing
could prepare me for what
happened next.

House of hell

At Peter and Mary’s house, in
Edinburgh, Billy took my hand
and led me upstairs — his dad
Peter followed, We wentinto

abedroom and Peter
pulled out his penis.
Billy told me to suck it
and I knewIhadno
choice. Next, Mum and
Marycame into the
roomand locked the
doorbehind them. [
was so confused. But
then, I'was raped by

! )
etwisandl DANA’S

watch as the four had 1
sexwith each other— M U M

Billy even had sex with

his parents, I hated itand sobbed

uncontrollably. Afterwards, we

leftand nota word was spoken.
I'was taken to Peterand Mary’s

house onaregular basis. I called

it the House Of Hell. The things

they did to me were horrific—

they were a circle of sick

perverts. All four got kicks )
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out of doingstufftome, then
forcing me to do things to them
—including my own Mum.
Oneday, ayear later, T was
called into their bedroom and
the four of them strapped me
toachairbefore hitting me with
belts. After that, theyeach took

pleasurein putting a pokerup my

bottom. I'was screaming in agony,
yetthey carried on. Afterwards,
I'was bleeding and bruised, but
they nevertook me to hospital.
I'dbeeninand out of hospital
because I'd been diagnosed with
diabetes, butIdidn’t tell the
nurses what was going on
because ['was too embarrassed.
One evening, when I'was

abouteight, [was walking up
some steps to the flat we lived
inat the time, and bumped into
one of Billy's work mates, John
O'Flaherty Iwasjustabout to
walk past him when he grabbed
meand, in the carner of the
stairwell, raped me. Iran home
intears andas soonas [gotin,
Ttold Mum. Istill believed she'd

protectme. “Don’tworry; ll
sortitout,” she promised.

The next day, Icame home
fromschool, and John was sitting
onoursofa. I looked around
confused, Then, Billy told me to
take my pants offand while [ was

acaravan, Iwas inbed when Billy
suddenly barged in, blindfolded
me and dragged me into his
room. Someone ripped off my
pants and then three men raped
me, oneafter the other. ' was
screaming: “Please don't, it

‘Someoneripped offmy
pants, then three men raped
me, one after the other’

still wearing my school uniform,
John raped me again in front of
Mum and Billy. I genuinely
couldn’tbelieve ir, Afrerwards,
I'went to myroomand sobbed
into my pillow. Mum was letting
people hurt me- that wasn't right.

John came round most days
after that, and raped me, If1
wasn'tin Peter and Mary’s
bedroom, I'was being abused
by Mum and Billy or John.

We moved aroundalot, and
one night, while we were living in
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hurts.” But there was just silence.
Afterwards, Twas taken back to
my roomwith blood dripping
down my legs. Iwas inagony, but
Hayinaway that eased the pain
and eventually fell asleep. By

the morning, the bleeding had
stopped. Iwas tender, but the
wounds eventually healed -

as they always did.

Afewmonthslater, Billy

broughranother of his mates,
Mortis Petch, home, and he
joined in. I was a sexual toy for
them all to play with. Iknew
Ididn’t have a normal life, When
Iheard girls talking at school, my
life seemed so alien. 1 barely had
any friends—Tjust felt like a robot
for these sick perverts. It was now
my way oflife - too scared to talk
and too naive to run.

New hope

After five years of hell, Peter died,
aged 69. He'd been ill for years,
The following year, his wife Mary
died too. [remember Mum telling
me they’d passed awayand
feeling pure relief, 1was 10, and
Thad no feelings for them but
hatred. But the abuse continued,
Billy and his mates carried on,
neverusing protection, but
thankfully Inever fell pregnant.

One afternoon, when I'was 15,
Mum came home and looked
different, Iwaited for Billy to
follow, but he didn’t appear.
“Billy’s gone,” she croaked. “He’s
died.” As herwords registered,
Ifelteverybit of tension in my
body disappear. Tears of relicf
filled myeyes. Ididn’t show Mum,
but I'was overjoyed the hell of
the last 10 years was over.

Inow wanted to forget
everything, and Murn and |
started to form something ofa
relationship—communicating in
acivilmannerand spending time
together. Ididn'twant to think

about the past, talk about it or

even acknowledge it'd happened.

Somehow, I buried it deep inside
mysoul. We never mentioned it
Assoonas I finished school
ayearlater, Igotajobin the
laundrette ofthe local hospital
and saved enough money to get
my own flat. Then I met Paul.

Mum had been dating a new
man, who'd been coming round
to her house regularly, and
sometimes, one of his mates, Paul
Kernachan, would be with him.
Paul was different to other men.
Hewas 12 years older than me,
but Iwarmed to him immediately,
Ibegan spending evenings at his
place, just chatting. He never
gave the impression that he was
interested in anything sexual, and
we became friends—I didn’t have
alotofthemat the time, so Paul
wasjust what I needed.

When I'was 17, we began to
fall in love and I eventually moved
inwith him. For the first time in
mylife, Iwanted to make love
with 2 man, and when we didl, it
was so special. My past remained
asecretand I pretended I'd had
alovely childhood.

Paul really looked after me and
we were happy together, Butin
my late teens, Lhad problems
with my liver and a ewisted bowel.
Iwas inand out of hospital, but
Paul stayed by my side the whole

time. Mum would come round
fora coffee occasionally, and even
visitme in hospital. Life actually
became normal.

Noturning back

Oneday; in 2004, there was a
knockat the door. AsTopenedit,
mylegs almost buckled. The loan
repayments company had senta
new man—and I recognised him
as Morris Petch’s brother, He was
the image of himand it brought
everything flooding back. He
didn’t know me, so1gave him his
money, closed the door and ran
insicle sobbing.

By the time Paul came home,
I'wasamess. “What's happened?”
he asked. I couldn'tbring myself
to tell him, Ttried burying the
pain, butitseemed so much
harder this time. I couldn’t get
what had happened in the past
outof my head, and nightmares
started waking me in the middle
ofthe night. So, one evening,
as I'was giving myself some
insulin for my diabetes, I suddenly
decided to takean overdose and
use the full bottle. Thankfully, Paul
found me collapsed on the floor
and called an ambulance.

“Something’s really wrong,
please tell me what'sworrying
you,” he begged the next day.

In the end, I managed to
confess that between the ages of

sixand 15, I'd been consistently
raped, and leftitat that. He was
somortified, I'was glad Ididn't
tell him any more. But then Paul
wanted toknowwhyThadn't
rarned to mymum for help, so
in theend, [told him everything.
He sobbed like a baby. Hearing
what I had been through nearly
destroyed him. “Are you going
togoto the police?” he asked.

and one day1decided to bring it
up: “Thad to tell the truth, Mum,”
Imanaged tosay.

“Tknow, it’s best the truth is
out,” she said. And that was it,
we never mentioned it again.

The police went on to charge
Mum and two of the rapists
and last month theyappeared at
Edinburgh Crown Court. Mum,
43, and John O’Flaherty, 50,

‘No matter what Mum
had done, | loved herand
I couldn’t put her in prison’

Now the story was out, there
was nogoing backandI phoned
the police. I spent five days with
a female officer going through
everything, But I'still couldn’t
bring myselfto tell herabout my
mum. No matter what she’d
done, Iloved her and wanted
to protect her. But eventually;

[ found myselfin the same
muddleas I'd been in with Paul.
Ihad toreveal everything.

Overa petiod of 18 months,
the police began rounding up my
abusers. [twas anawful ime and
my weight plummeted to under
7stwith the stress, Even though
the police were questioning my

mum, she still came to see me,

pleaded guilty and didn’t need
atrial. But Morris Petch, 50,
pleaded not guiltyand T had to
give evidence against him in
court. After three days, the jury
took 16 minutes to find him guilty:
All three will be sentenced at the
end of June.

I'm now feeling lots of mixed
emotions. I'mstill embarrassed
people know what those men did
tome, hutat the same time, I'm
notashamed of speaking out
aboutit because I did nothing
wrong and [ want other victims
torealise that.

Part of me still feels sorry for
Mum. Idon’tknow why she did
what she did. I've since found out

shewas raped asa child, but that
doesn’t give her an excuse. I've
often wondered whether they
pimped me asa prostitute but
Inever heard anything about
money, so I'llnever know. I've
now got two children —Jordan,
four, and Dylan, sixmonths —with
Paul, who's now 40, and [ could
never imagine letting something
like that happen to them.

One day, I want to visit Mum
andaskifshe’s sorry. ButIdon't
think she’s capable of feeling
anvthing — she’s got mental
issues. Ido hate her for what she's
done to me, butIstilllove her, just
because she’s mymum.

I'mistillilland my doctor now
believes all my problems are
linked to theabuse I suffered asa
child. Irecently had an HIV test
because the men who raped me
never used protection. It was
aharrowing couple of weeks
waiting, but when it was negative,

Iwas so thankful. Now, ['want
these people whoruined my life
to pay, and with Paul and the love
of the peopleThave around me
now, [ know I'll be OK.”

W fyow've been avictim of
abuse, or know someone who
needssupport, coniact The
National Association for People
Abused in Childbood on 0800 085
33300r e napac.org uk.




