
When I was 12, my mom was diagnosed with schizophrenia/bipolar manic depression. The state of 
Texas came in and gave my mother a year to get herself together. She was not able to complete it and I 
moved into my aunt and uncles house in Garland. I couldn’t have asked for better. My aunt and uncle 
gave me all the love and attention I could have asked for but I still felt abandoned, very angry, 
heartbroken, sad and rebellious. At the age of 14 I asked Jesus into my heart and was baptized on Easter 
Sunday 2001. I did everything I was supposed to from Bible studies, to working in the nursery. It all 
looked great on the outside, but there wasn’t much change on the inside. 

Fast forward 5 years, I’m 19, just graduate high school and moving out on my own. I had a car, 2 jobs, 
and the keys to Hell’s door. I was embarking on freedom in this big, bad world I knew nothing about. 
Within 1 year I found the wrong crowd and was introduced to my DOC methamphetamines. One by one 
I lost my job, car and eventually my apartment. Too ashamed, embarrassed and too high to go home I 
began to run the streets. 

In the past 11 years I checked into three different rehabs. I was diagnosed with bipolar, and I was used 
and beaten. I was introduced to “the game” in 2009 of pimping and prostitution and found my newest 
addiction, money. Within no time, I met my first trafficker who promised me the world and a way out of 
the lifestyle I had begun. In 2014 my second trafficker came into my life and treated me the same as the 
first. I was manipulated, beaten unrecognizable, lied to and controlled. I was forced to sell myself to 
fund our habits. Just when I thought I would get away and be able to start something new, the lies of 
their false love would draw me back in. In 2018 I hit an all time low. My life was chaotic and a daily 
struggle. It had become not worth living. There were 3 significant figures in my life that passed away 
within months of each other, my mom, uncle, and Pat. My mother, who I hadn’t seen since I was 12, in 
August, the uncle who raised me in October, and my second trafficker who I was with for 7 years in 
December. I was at the end of my rope with no other options so I cried out to God asking Him for 
somewhere that could help me understand why I keep doing this to myself. 

18 months ago, I started down a path of restoration, healing and hope. I entered the doors of the 
Genesis Center angry, bitter, addicted, broken and abused. Feeling like life wasn’t worth it anymore. 
With void and hurt inside I wasn’t even aware I had, let alone how to fix it. Through my counselors, and 
spiritual leaders the Genesis Center offers daily, I learned that God is the only one who can break down 
the walls of anger and bitterness I had. I’ve experienced great healing after I was able to grieve the 
deaths, I have faced in a healthy way in Grief Share class. I’ve acknowledged, overcame and been able to 
heal from the trauma that 10 years in an abusive relationship and prostitution had caused. I have also 
forgiven myself and others who have taken advantage of and abused me in my past, severing any 
unhealthy bonds. 

I have hope and a desire to live a responsible, productive, joy filled life. Most importantly, I have grown 
in the knowledge of who I am in Christ. Other rehabs treat just the addiction, while the Genesis Center 
lets Jesus heal the reason for the addiction. I’m at a point in my program where there’s no looking back 
because I’m not going that way. My goal is to reach my LCDC and become a trauma counselor. I want to 
work with victims of human trafficking. I know that if God can use my story to help just one person, so I 
know it’s all going to be worth it.  
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