
DOMESTIC VIOLENCE SURVIVOR: 

K. Diller's Story 

This summer marked the 10th anniversary of one of the worst night of my 
life. After a tumultuous 1-year relationship, I finally had the courage to call 
911 on a man that was hell bent on ruining my life. The police report from 
that night is frightening but in the grand scheme of his crimes unimpressive 
for that last night he received three felony charges and one misdemeanor, 
which looks great on paper but gets watered down in reality. But you see 
that was the first time he was caught. His other violations against me as a 
young, vulnerable teen just entering collage had surpassed counting on 
fingers and toes. I was the perfect victim. I didn’t know what was happening. 

I didn’t know who to talk to. I didn’t know how to escape. Domestic violence is a sticky elusive web, and 
you don’t know you’re trapped until the spider’s fangs are at your throat.  

He was charming, funny, charismatic. He loved to have fun and go out. He made me feel special, we went 
to church, I met his family whom I loved. He’d buy me nice gifts and take me on trips. I felt safe and 
cherished, the amount of affection and adoration he threw at me in the first month was dazzling and 
intoxicating. I felt like I was on top of the world. My near 4.0 GPA got me into a great college and I was 
ready to start my freshman year, wide and starry eyed with hope for the future. Then things started feeling 
off. Slowly at first. He was always taking me out to eat and then I was always having to pay because he 
forgot his card. Then he started taking my debit card to fill up on gas. He wanted to get an apartment so 
he could be near me at school. Then he guilt me into writing a check for the deposit, promising he’d pay 
me back that weekend. These little expenses accumulated to $5,000 in just a few months. I’d never 
balanced a check book before; I didn’t know he was stealing my college funds right from out of me. When 
I got angry and confronted him for it, I was tackled onto his bed with his hand covering my mouth and 
nose. I struggled for air, tried to fight and push him off, I almost lost consciousness. He let me back up and 
said if I wasn’t acting so crazy, he wouldn’t have had to hold me down. He said he didn’t know I couldn’t 
breathe. This was a whole new side of him I’d never seen and one that never was shown out it public. He 
had several personalities that would change from happy go lucky, to brooding, to paranoid, to very very 
dark and angry. I thought I was going crazy because his transitions were rapid, unpredictable and smooth 
like a chameleon changing colors. He was the perfect predator. 

He stalked me at every class, there were no more roses or teddy bears. He accused me of cheating on him 
with every guy I said hi to. If I went home on the weekends, I had to stay at a friend’s house with him or 
at his parent’s place. He isolated me from friends and family, even my own church. Later I found out that 
he had called my parents and told them I didn’t want or need them anymore. It caused a great deal of 
pain and chaos and I had no understanding why. 

Then college was out. I came home, we got an apartment because I had nowhere else to go. I worked 12 
hour shifts to pay for everything, his excuse was that he paid for our phone and gas and his car so we were 
even. I got home early one night and caught him with a minor girl, he was 21. They were in his car with 
alcohol. When I confronted them I was suddenly lifted into the air and body slammed onto the hood of 
my car. I was in shock, he acted like he had every right in the world and justified his every action. It took 
me what seemed an eternity to get up. I had never been assaulted before, thought it was a bad movie or 



dream. You don’t put your hands on another person, let alone use a WWE wrestling move on them in a 
public parking lot. My own shame and blame prevented me from calling for any help. After all, everyone 
was sick of hearing what a jerk he could be and it was my fault for going back to him. Silly me for thinking 
that I could handle this person on my own with words. To an abuser, to goal is to control. They don’t 
compromise, they don’t listen and understand and they don’t reason. They manipulate, they change 
tactics to get what they want, they need to win all the time. That means someone has to lose all the time, 
their partner. Minimizing, denying, blaming…smoke and mirrors.  

I moved out, took all my things and left. He caught up to me. Apologized for everything. Blamed his 
behavior on being beat as a child. He loved me. There was no other woman like me. I was his world. He 
was sorry. So very sorry. He said I’m sorry a lot, but the behavior never changed. I was walking on eggshells 
trying to avoid the next explosion. I didn’t know then that it didn’t matter what I changed, he was always 
going to abuse and control. You never think the worst is going to happen either. Hindsight is 20/20 and 
though my alarms were going off I still persisted on. I had to keep playing the game to get out and it got 
ugly.  

I came back one last time to gather the rest of my things, I had to play nice because if he knew I was 
leaving for good I thought he’d kill me. It was late, I had just gotten off of another grueling shift 12 hours 
on my feet. I was done with everything. I came home, the girl was on our couch smiling at me. He had 
completely changed into another one of his now many personalities. She was told to leave, and I knew I 
was dead. I was left in the lion’s den and he was not very happy. I went to pick up my last bag, he beat me 
to it. I ran for the door, I was easily picked up and dragged inside. I tried calling 911, my phone was thrown 
across the room. He told me he had weapons in the trunk and would shoot me or himself if I left. I fought, 
or tried, but it was useless to a man with 75 pounds on me and six inches taller. I tried to find a weapon, 
he beat me to it. I was lifted up off the ground pressed against the wall, he took a kitchen knife and buried 
it to the hilt next to my head. I kicked and fell, only to be lifted and body slammed into the couch, my 
lower back catching the arm rest. He pressed on top of me and I played dead. That’s when he came out 
of his rage and left. Thank God for crappy old school phones, I crawled to it, put it back together and called 
911. By then my adrenaline was sky high along with shock, and not feeling much pain. That’s why the 
police report was so short on details about injuries, they hadn’t flared up yet, my body in full protection 
mode. I couldn’t think. I was still in shock. They caught him, put him in jail. I thought it was over and I’d 
be safe. I was so very wrong.  

It wasn’t over for him. He got bailed out, delayed the court process over fives asking for continuances. My 
injuries came in full force a few days after the incident, 10 years later the lower back pain of two bulged 
discs are a dull reminder. My PTSD was sky high in between court. I couldn’t focus on school, depression 
and anxiety was like being in a tornado under water. You can’t breathe, you can’t see straight, and it’s 
dark and terrifying at the same time. Some of my family stuck by my side, some I was too ashamed to tell 
because I believed the victim blaming that it was somehow my fault that I stayed in that relationship, 
some said they didn’t believe me because he was always so nice at church or my story sounded crazy. I 
can barely articulate this story a decade later, it is so surreal to see it on paper, it even sounds crazy. But 
it happened. I even go into denial that it happened because that means that monsters are real. No one 
likes to relive when they almost died. We don’t want to be vulnerable ever again. And we die a little more 
each time no one believes us.  



This isn’t NCIS folks, it’s abuse and it’s raw and ugly. The worst pain isn’t the physical, technically, as he so 
gallantly bragged in court, he never “hit me.” He’d never “hit” a woman. No, you slimeball, you terrorize 
them, lie to them, manipulate them and it takes one act of violence to make them believe that someday 
you’ll actually carry through with your threats. You are a coward. The emotional damage that was done 
lasted years and I am forever changed. The plea bargain was whittled down, as they almost always are in 
the complex tango of court. Criminals don’t admit when they’re wrong, and he’s made a career out of it. 
Domestic violence is hard to prosecute, it’s “he said, she said” situations with rarely any witnesses. No 
one but me saw his eyes turn black and colder than a Great White’s as he held me in the air. I stared death 
straight in the face, evil is real. 

He was finally convicted a year after the crime. A year. He got a whopping three days in jail, a sentence 
held over his head for two years for good behavior, and a couple hundred dollars in fines he may or may 
not pay. I was left with nightmares, years of physical therapy, and scars that cannot be seen by the eye. 

After my abuser was brought to “justice”, all I wanted was someplace safe, how ironic that there was 
literally an agency named just that who could help me. I was grateful for my advocates at Someplace Safe, 
they were the first ones to believe me, they didn’t judge me. They hear nothing but “crazy” stories and 
see countless tears or numbed emotionless shock of thousands of victims who come to their office for 
help, hope, safety and options. I felt validated, cared for and like someone could see into the madness 
and say to me that it wasn’t my fault. They fed me knowledge, facts, truth.  I was amazed at how prevalent 
domestic violence is, one out of three women are victims and survivors. I was part of a very large tribe, 
and I was fortunate to still be here. As far as criminal justice goes, the system did what it could. They 
helped show me that civilly I had a little more power, by filing an OFP. My order for protection was the 
one way that I could say, “Hey this did happen and I’m terrified! Help me!” I could tell my story as is, 
confront my abuser, which was incredibly terrifying because the chameleon always presented so 
wonderful to the public in his suit and tie, but the judge saw through it and was caring and compassionate 
to my plea. What an immense relief. My patience through the trial led me closer to God, knowing the 
outcome was in his hands.  

In time, I was finally free. My faith was tested to the hilt, and I hung on by a bare thread. It was horrendous, 
but I was still breathing, with each small success my confidence grew. I wasn’t alone, and I was going to 
be alright. I was still alive, so I was going to live. I am living proof of how love can overcome darkness. It’s 
a fight and a choice I have to make every day, sometimes minute by minute. This situation as had a huge 
impact on me, however it does not define me. I was a victim of some terrible crimes, but I refused to be 
a victim forever. I am still here. I find love and laughter every day in all situations, my God has never once 
abandoned me. I am a fighter. I am strong. I am vulnerable and invincible all at the same time. I have good 
days and bad. I am not alone. I am a woman and I love myself, all of me.  

Now my life is dedicated to serving others, I love to find their strengths no matter how dark the situation 
seems. I can’t save, fix or change anyone else but I do have control of me. I have a happiness and peace 
in my heart that no one can steal. I now embrace my flaws and know that there are things I can change, 
accept or just let go completely. He may still be wandering the streets, convinced he’s a free man and that 
used to have a significant effect on me, it felt so wrong and unfair and unsafe.  But it is I who am truly 
free, knowing that no matter what he did I am still an incredible, loving and phenomenal women 
surrounded by people who love and respect me.  He’s smoke and mirrors, a trail of deceit and broken 
glass, he’s nothing. I was broken, only to be made new. I pray that everyone finds their peace, that we 



treat others with kindness in love, especially when we are treated with hate. Even the smallest act can 
change a course for the better. I believe that to my core, and will be forever grateful that this situation 
with God’s grace has given me the opportunity to grow more fully into the woman I am proud to be.  

To all victims and survivors out there: I believe you. You matter. There is help. It’s not your fault. It will be 
ok. You’re not alone. There is hope. Fight for it. 


