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			To Bridget Brewster my bride and ministry co-founder. 

			Your great love and compassion inspire so many, 

			especially me.

			And to the staff, volunteers, and supporters of AIM—

			without you there would be no stories to write.

		

	
		
			When the Lord saw her,

			his heart overflowed with compassion.

			—Luke 7:13 NLT

		

	
		
			Foreword

			by Mira Sorvino

			When Don and Bridget Brewster asked me to write a foreword for their book, I felt humbled, and somewhat intimidated. Who was I to write about people who were literally the holiest people I knew, that in every fiber of their being, walk the walk in terms of living out the calling of Jesus Christ? I have literally described Don as being the closest thing to a saint I have ever encountered. But sharing my experience of their light could help others aspire to live the same way, so here is my attempt.

			I have been involved in the fight against human trafficking since 2004, when I learned about it as part of my role as a Stop Violence Against Women campaign spokesperson for Amnesty International. I was horrified to learn the abolition of the legal chattel slavery of the past was not the end—slavery had just gone underground, becoming the second most profitable criminal enterprise in the world, one worth 150 billion dollars a year. It is estimated over 40 million people live in slavery today, more than at any other point in recorded human history. Seventy-one percent of its victims are women and girls and one of every four victims is a child.1 Yet horrifyingly only .04 percent of human trafficking survivors are currently discovered and identified—a less than 1 percent chance of breaking out of a life of agony, whether in labor or sex trafficking.

			Combatting this scourge quickly rose the forefront of my activist efforts, especially after I began meeting with people who had endured this torture: I saw in their eyes an excoriation, as though they had seen something no one else could comprehend in terms of the depravity, the abject cruelty and torturous monstrosity at the hands of other human beings. The only comparison I could possibly make was to Holocaust survivors.

			In 2009 I was asked by the United Nations Office on Drugs and Crime (UNODC) to become a goodwill ambassador in the worldwide fight against human trafficking. I was inducted then and have remained in my post through the present day—it continues to be one of the great honors and privileges of my life. It quickly became my goal to interview as many survivors and aid workers as possible, to gather their stories as tools to better advocate for their needs when they could not be present themselves. Of course any meaningful actions to combat human trafficking should have at their front and center survivor leaders; I simply seek to bolster them with the collected testimonies of people from many countries and situations whose wisdom and stories can sway policymakers.

			One salient feature struck me in all of the stories. The traffickers did not generally enslave and mistreat people out of an a priori prejudice against a minority—the inhumanity was not doled out from some sense of racial or religious superiority. Traffickers saw opportunity, plain and simple, in each of their victims, to make an enormous amount of money. And then they treated them without any empathy at all. As though they were not human. As though they were things. As one human trafficker told to me in Spain, “A woman or girl is like this glass, she is a mercantile object to be traded or sold. In the old days of pimping we used to have to create a whole fiction, that we loved them, that we were building a common future together; now we just threaten them with harm to themselves and their families and make them work by force.” 

			The savagery, especially to children, is mind-boggling, dangerously mind-numbing—to think that babies can be raped, that someone can take pleasure in sexually abusing tiny or prepubescent children, that they can punish teenagers in a brothel for insubordination with beatings, maiming, or death is so hard for our minds and hearts to take that it can repel well-meaning do-gooders, make them look away. But this we cannot do. And this is precisely where Don and Bridget Brewster come in.

			In 2012, the CNN Freedom Project, with whom I had collaborated several times prior, reached out to ask if I would be willing to be the on-the-ground host of a documentary about child sex trafficking in Cambodia, in one of the poorest of the poor neighborhoods that had become an epicenter for pedophile purchases of children: Svay Pak. They said the government had promised that the neighborhood had been cleared of such practices, but the reality was that it was ongoing. I immediately signed on, but with a heaviness in my heart, because I was afraid of what I would confront there. The year before, I had shot a feature film in nearby Thailand, on a related topic, called Trade of Innocents. The film was supposed to be based in Cambodia, but the government wouldn’t let us film there, perhaps due to sensitivity about their image. I used the time to deepen my knowledge about trafficking in the region, working with the very excellent UNODC field office there, being briefed by the FBI, and touring the area with very capable guides from local NGOs that fought child and adult sex trafficking. It was very sobering, and I knew Cambodia would be a similar if not more harrowing experience.

			When we got to Cambodia, the dichotomy between the wealthiest classes and the poor was extremely striking. When we walked through the shanty town areas of Svay Pak, where families of ten would live in tiny one-room shacks set atop mounds of garbage, with no indoor plumbing and temporary roofs, with dogs wandering through mud streets scratching at thousands of fleas, or as we boated through the floating villages where paperless Vietnamese immigrants lived trying to eke out a meager living raising fish under their dilapidated homes, I was exposed to a level of poverty I had not seen before. Young men zoomed by on motos with tiny girls dressed in Catholic school uniforms, and my stomach filled with dread as to their destination—were they being brought somewhere to be raped by a pedophile? The squalor outside was only bested by the probable goings-on inside the buildings.

			And then the ray of light: I was led to meet Don and Bridget Brewster. They came out and met me smack in the middle of Svay Pak, in front of an enormous, colorful building called Rahab’s House, and I was struck with their casual attire and kind smiles. They showed me around their facilities, filled with children in classes, in church, and many local people running rooms, as well as American college and grad students volunteering on campus. The building had formerly been owned by local traffickers, and now was repurposed to be a place of joyful healing and learning.

			Then Don took me on a walk through the streets. As we approached a group of men sitting around outside a small building playing cards, Don said these men were local traffickers, and that they would not only traffic other people’s children but their own children. They lounged around in the heat, looking completely unconcerned that a film crew was pointed at them. I, being a ridiculous person, started getting so incensed that I began yelling at them in English, which they didn’t understand, that it was “not okay” to sell kids for sex, that the world was watching. It was an exercise in futility only serving to vent my grief, which Don very sympathetically listened to. I revealed that I was afraid of what I would find here, and to know that this inhumane torture of children went on “every day!” In that moment, I unwittingly provided the documentary with its name, Every Day in Cambodia. 

			Don went on to explain that when he and Bridget had first moved into the neighborhood, 100 percent of the children here were eventually trafficked, especially as pedophiles, both foreign and local, paid very high prices for children’s virginities. It had become a lamentable endemic practice for families impoverished by extreme loan sharks to sell their children to pay down their impossible debts. 

			But the Brewsters’ organization, Agape International Missions (AIM), was making a dent in these sordid statistics in human misery. And, as we walked back towards Rahab’s House, Don pointed out a remarkable establishment they had created: The Lord’s Gym. They had found a local kickboxing champion and third-generation Christian, an anomaly in the country Pol Pot had decimated, to run the gym designed to entice young toughs in the neighborhood. In order to work out there the young men had to abide by his rules and ethics. Being a registered gym, its fighters were allowed to fight in nationally televised fights. What ended up happening is that sixteen young men, formerly among the most ruthless child traffickers, had foresworn their old life and thousands of dollars a month in exchange for the honor of being national athletes. Due to the mentorship of their coach, these young men became anti-trafficking advocates, truly having revolutionized their lives from doing extreme wrong to fighting for good.

			I was floored. The hatred (yes, I ashamedly admit it) I felt for the men I had just yelled at would not have allowed me to see beyond their crimes to the possibility of their redemption. Don Brewster could and did. He truly was able to turn the other cheek and love his enemy, and in so doing, was using God’s love as an instrument for extraordinary love and change. The ingenuity and generosity coupled in the creation of the gym really astounded me—I had never really seen Christ’s intent come to life in such a way. 

			Later I was able to accompany Don and Bridget as they led a highly expectant group of rescued teenage girls to their new home: a former brothel that had been converted into a beautiful, colorfully decorated dorm for them. To top it all off, there was a gorgeous rooftop terrace for them to safely hang out in together. To see the delight in their faces as they bounced on the beds or hear their pure, beautiful voices as they joined hands together on the roof and sang songs of praise brought tears to my eyes.

			Don and Bridget love on these girls until they feel like they are people of worth, something that has been brutally taken from them. When I called Don asking for help on recommendations on a speech I was preparing to present at the Vatican on behalf of UNODC for the second annual conference of clergy and law enforcement collaborating to fight trafficking, he reiterated that the most important element of treatment was love. “The greatest among these is love . . .” Bridget and Don heap God’s love on them and it in turn works miracles of growth and happiness and possibility in them.

			At the same time, Don does not give up or shirk from the hard and scary tasks. He blazed a trail getting the Cambodian government to work hand in hand with AIM where other NGOs had failed. In what seemed to be an impossible task, he not only raised an extraordinary amount of money and expert manpower but got the government to agree to allow AIM to create and train an elite SWAT team comprised of local Cambodian law enforcement to eliminate the corruption that had thwarted their previous raids on brothels. (A policeman in the region had told me that money was so scarce in his department and salaries so low that if he wanted to investigate a trafficking subject, he and other officers would have to pool close to a month’s salary to pay for the gas for the moto just to travel to do the work.) This team has been extraordinarily successful and has saved thousands of people to date. 

			I saw the love Bridget has for the girls they attend to as I conducted heart-wrenching interviews where I gently tried to elicit from them the circumstances of their mothers selling them. Bridget has become the mother figure for all souls helped by AIM. I knew the personal sacrifice she and Don had to pay in order to leave their lives and their extended family of children and grandchildren in the States.

			Yet their commitment is constant and true, fearless in its scope. Don took me and the CNN cameraman on a tour of some of the red light districts and “KTVs”(karaoke bars fronting for brothels that sold underage girls). We drove into the basement of a very large one and our interpreter noted in surprise the government plates on many of the super expensive Range Rovers and Maybachs. We took the elevator up to the fifth floor where Don suspected they kept the youngest girls. We all posed as buyers, a sort of strange triangle of two men and myself out for a night of depravity. We were walked in front of a large glass window, a sort of “fishbowl,” beyond which on white stadium seats between twenty-five and forty young girls sat. Heavily made up and sexily dressed, it was impossible to tell if they were fourteen or twenty. But they all wore numbers, something I had seen in a Thai sex show club in the red light district in Bangkok, something that was also described to me by an American friend who was trafficked at eleven in a warehouse in North Carolina. All the kids had numbers on their clothes, so that the buyer could just pick one and pay to take them to a cubicle and rape them.

			As we stood there I raised my hand with my phone in it—I was tempted to take a picture but couldn’t dare. At that moment the mamasan, or madam, or female trafficking enforcer (women are far more commonly involved as perpetrators of human trafficking than in almost any other crime—see Ghislaine Maxwell—usually having graduated out of having been exploited themselves, reportedly among the most ruthless) started screaming “She take a picture!” and several bodyguards swarmed us. As we beat a fast path back to the elevator, Don turned to the cameraman urgently. “Did you see that?!” We both said no. “One of the doors just opened down the hall and a whole group of little children poured out to see what was going on!”

			Later that night we went to another mid-sized KTV and rented a large room with an oversized TV and three “hostesses” in long satin gowns, from whom we were meant to buy food and drink, and supposedly, them, although we were equipped with microphones and sang along to the onscreen karaoke. Don started speaking to one whom he realized was a Vietnamese immigrant, and while I made big sport of singing vigorously, he shared his iPhone with her and gave her his headphones. On it he played for her a video of one of his staff members, a young woman who had formerly been exploited, speaking in Vietnamese, about how there was a better life waiting for her, with kind people and an education and an opportunity for decent work, that she didn’t have to spend her life abused, at risk of contracting AIDS, in debt bondage to her traffickers, who could kill her. Don spent hours earning her trust. She had come from the countryside and was there to earn money to send back to her family. I know after I left Cambodia he said they had struck up a communication, with her cautiously interested in investigating the possibility of leaving the life and coming to AIM. Watching him for hours that night working to help one girl, despite the risk of discovery, and possible violence from the traffickers who would not be happy at him taking away a source of their livelihood, was so inspirational. He and Bridget never ever give up.

			This spirit of perseverance, courage, and a hunger for justice also manifests itself in the girls AIM works with. You will read of the magnificent courage of Toha, who with their help managed to testify in court against the brothel managers who enslaved her, and in a historic first, was able to get them convicted to serious jail time. This pint-sized, gentle-voiced girl rose above the extremely difficult odds of her own mother selling her into slavery to become a heroic changemaker.

			In the years since I made the documentary with CNN, Don and Bridget have not rested on their laurels, instead expanding to create an extraordinary school in the heart of Svay Pak that can accommodate over a thousand students, offering kindergarten through postsecondary education: an incredible game changer that can in one generation lift whole families out of poverty. Unannounced weekly home checks of every family that has a student in the school ensure that neither they nor their siblings are being trafficked. Meanwhile, both loans and employment are given to the parents, so they can reverse the trend of exploiting their children and provide for them instead. All of this while spreading the incredible love of Jesus Christ! 

			Don and Bridget are transforming the community from the inside out with a holistic approach that addresses every angle, moving from the original work of triage and rehabilitation to prevention and community and morals building. They are changing the culture and raising the value of humanity, empathy, and the honor of doing honest, safe work. Redeeming the honor of the exploited children in the eyes of the community by providing them with educations and job skills, but even more importantly restoring their honor in their own eyes as they learn to see themselves as God sees them. As beautiful beings full of potential and lovability. 

			You too will be transformed by the love of God working through Don and Bridget. We all can answer that higher call—it is a blessing that keeps on multiplying and transforming not only our own lives but the lives of others around us. I am so grateful to know them, to be witness to the miracles that God has wrought through their ardent partnership. I can’t wait to see what it will inspire in you.

			Mira Sorvino

			Los Angeles, California, June 7, 2023

			
				
					1. Stats found at: https://www.ilo.org/global/topics/forced-labour/lang--en/index.htm.

				

			

		

	
		
			Introduction: Slaves Turned Abolitionists 

			NOTE

			Throughout this book the names of the girls whose stories are shared have been changed for their protection. For the same reason the details of the abuse they suffered are not shared. What remains is the ugly truth and the transformed beauty of healing fueled by unconditional love. Some girls were knowingly sold to Western pedophiles or brothels by their mothers, fathers, grandparents, aunts, or uncles. The heavy shackles of poverty forced others to sell themselves, as they could no longer bear to hear the cries of hunger coming from their siblings or endure their mothers quaking in fear over the money owed to violent loan sharks. Each one of them was abused daily in unimaginable ways, some for a few days, others for a few years. There is a part of me that wants you to know the details, fearing without them it’s too easy to miss the miracles each girl represents. My prayer is you will not only see the miracles, but also see how you can be a part of such miracles. All proceeds from the sale of this book will be used to care for the rescued victims of child sex trafficking in Cambodia.

			Amy

			Like most Cambodian girls, Amy was told that she existed for the benefit of her family. Like most Cambodian girls, she grew up with no dreams of her own. Life was a constant battle for simple survival. She didn’t have a voice of her own, she didn’t have any options: she had to do whatever her parents demanded. Which is why, when Amy was eight years old, she couldn’t even fight it when her parents sold her to Michael Pepe, an American pedophile living in Cambodia. She was told that it was a job, that she would be earning wages, that this was simply how the world works. The family had debts to repay, and it was her responsibility to do whatever it took to help her family. 

			Amy was never told that children shouldn’t be sold for the pleasure of some and the profit of others. 

			She continued to struggle for survival until June 21, 2006, when Amy and six other enslaved girls were rescued in a raid. The US federal agents who rescued her said it was the worst case of child abuse they had ever seen. Michael Pepe was extradited to the US to await trial, while Amy and four other girls came to live at our Agape International Missions (AIM) home for the rescued victims of child sex trafficking. 

			For the first time in her life, Amy felt safe. She felt it was the beginning of something great. She was told that she was special, a princess, the daughter of the King of the universe. She learned through therapy she was valuable and worthy of love. We can tell these rescued girls about their worth day after day for years; however, it might never be felt beyond a cognitive level. With all of the trauma they’ve experienced, words are simply not enough. It was through experiencing the persevering love of our Cambodian staff, through being actually treated as valuable and lovable, that Amy and the other girls slowly came to believe that they had value and purpose. I probably would not believe that such healing was possible if my wife, Bridget, and I hadn’t seen it so many times. 

			At age nine, Amy and four other girls traveled to the US to testify against their abuser. They knew that their voices mattered and that they could do something to fight the injustices they had experienced. Based on their courageous testimony, Michael Pepe was convicted and sentenced to 220 years in prison. 

			Today, Amy is a modern-day abolitionist caring for rescued victims of sex trafficking in Cambodia. She’s one of many young women who have been transformed from a horribly abused victim to a modern-day abolitionist—more than surviving, they are thriving. 

			“I was taught to help other people even when I had nothing,” Amy says today. “I am motivated by the hope that me being there and my experience can influence the girls and change their belief and find their identity. I want them to feel empowered and to see who they are and who they can potentially be. I wrestle with the fear of ‘what if?’ What if it’s too hard being in the same place that traumatized me? What if I’m just not able to help? But we can always give something.”

			BETTY

			Betty was born in Phnom Penh and grew up in the infamous “Anarchy Building.” This massive white building was built in the 1960s as a utopian housing community for artists. It was totally incongruous with the rest of the city, which mainly consisted of small shacks. It was meant to be an impressive building, but long before Betty was born, it had become a towering, self-contained ghetto. In the midst of an impoverished region, the Anarchy Building stood five stories tall—a dilapidated tenement that housed crime, prostitution, and devastation. Even the police were afraid to go in it. 

			No one should spend their childhood in a place like this. 

			Betty lived with her mom in extreme poverty until she turned  twelve years old. Her mom sent her off with a lady she didn’t know for a job cleaning a house and washing the family’s clothes. After only a couple of months, Betty discovered that she had, in fact, been sold into sex slavery. As it turns out, her mother knew exactly what was happening, and was actually (minimally) profiting from the arrangement. 

			As a young virgin, Betty was valuable, extremely valuable. The home in which she was forced to live was part of a sex trafficking ring. The woman who owned the home had connections with American and European pedophiles who were looking for young girls. Betty and other girls lived as prisoners in the house until a pedophile wanted one or more of the girls, then they would be sent to a guest house to do whatever these men demanded. 

			It was a traumatic and harrowing existence. Betty, like so many other girls, was forced to have sex with these men, typically five times every day, for $20. Literally $20 per rape! Every time she tried to protest, begging the woman not to force her to go, she would be screamed at and beaten. While she lived in that house, she was in constant physical and psychological pain. The woman who imprisoned her by day and pimped her out by night had three children who also functioned as jailers. They kept constant watch on Betty and the other girls, who were never allowed to leave the house except to be raped by pedophiles. She cried and begged for the horrific abuse to stop, but the woman told her that if she tried to escape, they would hurt her family. 

			The depth of such evil is beyond what our imaginations can conceive. 

			One day Betty and two of her friends were sent to have sex with two Westerners. She describes feeling happy as she left the house, though she didn’t know why. Something felt different to her. At the hotel, the two Western men began asking the three girls about their lives. As they answered, the men asked a question they had never heard before: 

			“Do you want to leave the place where you live?” 

			What the girls couldn’t have known is an anti-trafficking NGO (nongovernment organization) had been working with the Cambodian National Police to shut down the specific operation that was trafficking Betty. So much intelligence gathering goes into a rescue operation of this nature, and the execution of the plan is always touch and go, at best. There’s a risk that the traffickers will get suspicious—or be tipped off and go underground, which is often the case. For Betty, everything came together to execute a successful rescue. 

			When Betty came to live with us in our aftercare home, she was in great pain. She didn’t trust anyone. Why would she? In addition to her family betraying her and her captors abusing her, she had gone through two other aftercare homes that were unable to adequately deal with the manipulation skills Betty had developed in order to survive. But our house moms, social workers, and counselors loved her unconditionally. Their love persisted no matter how awful she was to them (and she was plenty awful at first). Our team truly believed Betty was a child of God, a child of great value. While they would never have tolerated that type of hurtful behavior from their own children, they knew how much Betty needed their persevering love. 

			Betty, like all the girls in our restoration homes, was invited to listen when we would share about Jesus. We have never forced any of the girls in our homes to listen or respond, but we believe that unconditional love cannot be fully understood without understanding Jesus, and we believe this is essential to the healing process. Over the years, we saw Betty soften and change. She was beginning to understand and accept that God loves her, that she is in fact special—a daughter of the true King. She began to accept the love we gave her and to trust that we truly wanted what was best for her. She gave her heart to Jesus and became an incredible blessing in the restoration home. That day she said, “Many times you told me I was special, but I did not believe you. Today I know I am special!”

			After beginning her studies that would lead her down the path of earning a college degree in the US, Betty came to us and said, “I want to be able to help other girls.” It is a beautiful picture when someone who has been plucked from hell decides to return to the fight and save others. It’s more than that; knowing each girl’s story in detail, I know it’s a miracle!

			Betty began going directly into the brothels and clubs to talk to girls who were still being prostituted! She wanted to show them that they could have a new life. Who could make a better case for this than someone who was living proof of the possibility of a new life? It’s hard to imagine the amount of courage it takes for someone who was once imprisoned in brothels to go straight back and try to help others. 

			It is said the older girls (from their late teens into their twenties and thirties) stay in the brothels and clubs by their own choice. It’s true they are no longer physically captive like the younger girls. It’s worse! It’s one thing to go into a brothel, kick down a door, scoop up a little girl, and run out of the building. It’s actually much more difficult to go to a girl who’s in the middle of all this horror and convince her that there’s a way out. Her chains are not made of steel, they are stronger: built out of fear, shame, and poverty. Hers are chains of utter hopelessness. Betty goes into the brothels to break those stronger chains through telling the story of her new life and being a conduit of Jesus’ love for her. She is amazingly successful.

			CAROL

			Throughout Asia, there is a belief that if you’re having bad luck, sex with a virgin can turn your luck around. This superstition ensures that sex traffickers will always find a market near the casinos. 

			Carol was twelve years old when her mother sold her virginity. She was taken to a hotel near a casino in Phnom Penh, where a man from China purchased her virginity in an attempt to change his gambling luck (among other reasons). The man purchased Carol for three days. She was trapped in the hotel while the man came back from the casino to rape her as many times as he wanted. Tragically, this is not uncommon in Cambodia. 

			After those three days of hell, Carol was sent back to her mother. But this didn’t end her suffering—her nightmare continued. In the communities where sex trafficking is prevalent, the shame of what happens to a trafficked girl falls less upon the mother who sold her and the man who abused her, but more on the girl who has now lost her virginity. 

			After a couple of weeks of bearing this shame in her home community, the same man from China wanted to buy Carol again. Just a few weeks prior, when she was a virgin, she would have been sold for $8,000–$10,000. With most of the money going to the trafficker, Carol’s mom would have received $1,000 or less. Now that she was no longer a virgin, she was being sold for only a couple of hundred dollars. When her mom sold her the second time, she was pocketing around $50. Carol spent a couple more days being raped by this man then returned home. By this time the cruel and shameful experience that Carol endured stole her innocence and stripped her of all value in the eyes of everyone in her community and family. So her mom sold her to a brothel a couple of hours away. 

			Carol had learned of AIM through some other girls, and she found a way to call us. One day we received a phone call saying, “I’m trapped in a brothel! Please come rescue me!” 

			I didn’t know exactly what the situation was, but I told her, “We’ll be there in two days.” 

			Why wait two days? In the past when we received a call like this we immediately responded with the only form of rescue then available to us. We would go to the brothel and say we wanted to buy the girl. Someone would bring the girl out, then we would jump in our car with her and take off. Of course we didn’t pay. The results were great for the one girl who was rescued, but the brothel would stay opened, unfazed. Another girl would simply take her place. 

			So now we waited two days so we could provide the intel Carol gave us to another organization who specialized in working with the Cambodian police. They specialized in conducting rescues that resulted in the shutting down of brothels and the arrest of traffickers. A plan was developed to rescue Carol. Despite my unwarranted confidence the owner of the brothel was tipped off to the rescue plan. The owner reacted and made a plan of his own: Relocate the girls to an unknown location. 

			After moving the girls into hiding, the brothel owner entered Carol’s room and told her, in no uncertain terms, “I own you. I own the police. You’re never leaving this place!”

			Carol looked him in the eyes and said, “I’m not worried about it. AIM is coming to get me.” So brave. So naive. 

			This man, who had just told Carol he owned her and the police, who made his living off of keeping girls like Carol enslaved, responded, “Well, if they’re coming, then you can go.” Inexplicably, he put her on a bus and sent her to us.

			This would not be the last time we would see God accomplish the impossible without any regard for the wisdom or foolishness of our plans. It seemed clear to us that day these evil traffickers were more afraid of Jesus than of the police, because he certainly wasn’t afraid of us. 

			Carol spent a total of twenty-two days in the brothel before being “rescued.” This is a relatively short amount of time—in fact I thought she was so blessed to have spent just twenty-two days as a sex slave. Other girls are often enslaved for years. Evidence later recovered revealed that in those twenty-two days, Carol was raped 198 times! This instilled in us a sense of urgency that would eventually lead to a whole new method of rescue and protocol. 

			For the time being Bridget and I had “22 Days” tattooed on our forearms so we’d never forget the trauma a girl experiences in just one day of slavery.

			Carol began to heal in one of our restoration homes, eventually working in one of AIM’s employment centers where we provide safe and sustainable employment for girls being reintegrated into Cambodian society. Though she had so much shame when she was first rescued, she experienced Jesus’ love and through him found that all of her shame had been removed. 

			She mattered to Jesus, which means that she matters. Period. This realization of her self-worth led Carol to take more steps of faith. She decided that she wanted to be a social worker so she could help to rescue and restore girls who were experiencing the pain she knew so well. She studied evenings and today is part of a first responders social worker team who are essential in rescue efforts. Carol’s transformation led me to add to my “22 Day” tat. Underneath it says “Love Never Fails,” another good reminder in the long fight against child sex trafficking.

			DONNA

			Donna was nine years old when she, like Amy, was sold by her mother to the American pedophile Michael Pepe. In a few short months, she was raped ninety to a hundred times. Donna was unique in that she kept fighting and crying longer than the other girls, so much so that she became a bother to Pepe. He eventually sold her to another American pedophile named Terry Smith, who had warrants out for his arrest in the United States for abusing children there. Smith had purchased her not only for his pleasure, but for the pleasure of the customers at his bar, Tramp’s Place, in Sihanoukville. He forced her, and other girls, to dance seductively on tabletops at the bar and recorded the activity. He later posted the videos online. One of the girls managed to escape and through God’s grace was found by a Cambodian police officer. This officer launched a raid and rescued Donna and the other girls. Donna entered our restoration home and like the others experienced the healing and transformative love of Jesus.

			Like the other girls rescued from Michael Pepe, Donna came to the United States to testify against him.
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