
Loretta Graham 
Sixteen years ago Loretta Gra-

ham’s ex-boyfriend was put in prison 
for kidnapping two girls. He will be 
released sometime before 2011. 
Loretta lives somewhere in Iowa with 
her children. 

 
My mother bought me sexy linge-

rie when I was 14 years old to make 
sure I enticed my man. Oh, she cele-
brated when she found out I was preg-
nant. 

I was still 14. 
I had never wanted to have chil-

dren, because I was one of these very 
career-driven, I’m-going-to-go-to-
school, straight-A students. But my 
mom should have been there to teach 
me. To teach me good things. I needed that. 

I was married at 15 years old, had my son, and divorced at 17. He left in February, and I met "X" in June. Within a 
month X had me moved out of my parents’ home and moved 30 miles away. At first I was able to have a phone. Every-
thing was great and dandy, I thought. He treated my son like he was the king, and that was something I craved for my 
son. 

And X gave him that. Well, the first few months. He was on parole when I met him. When he came ‘off paper’ two 
months later, then, boom! Like that, he changed. His whole personality, everything. 

It’s an innate human desire, to be loved. And sometimes, when you feel like your options are limited, you will take 
anybody who will love you. And I wanted to fix him, to some extent. That was what made me, me. I just kept thinking, 
“He wasn’t loved enough growing up, so, if I can love him now it’ll be okay and it’ll fix him.” 

I got pregnant and he was just elated. 
Things kept getting more and more bizarre in our household. There is just no way to explain it. I remember waking 

up one night. I had fallen asleep in bed, and I woke up and I really thought I was dead at this point, because I could not 
breathe, I could not see anything, I’m like, “What the hell?” Here, my whole closet had been emptied on me. 

I wasn’t allowed to have a phone because my mother would call. 
He made me think he tried committing suicide. I was so scared, because I didn’t have a phone. Who was I going to 

call, what was I going to do? Finally, then, he sat up and he was just like, “Well, I think I’m going to be okay. 
It was just complete sheer chaos. Did I tell anyone? You don’t tell anybody, because what does that say about you? 

I ended up going to the hospital from the stress. He showed up and made such a scene the hospital locked him in the 
psych ward. My family took me to our apartment to move me out. 

He got out. I told him “I’m not coming back,” but I didn’t fully want to cut it. I thought, “Oh, why kick the guy 
when he’s already down,” you know? 

Then, it was just weird. I would go places and all of a sudden...I don’t even know how he knew where I would be. It 
would just be an appointment. I’d come out and there would be notes on my windshield. There would be flowers on my 
car. 

Within a week, he lost his job, and then he kidnapped two little 3-year-old girls. He put them in a trunk, drove to 
another town, in the middle of December, very very cold, then threw them in a dumpster and left them for dead. After 
this he drove to my parents’ house. He had to talk to me. He said to me, “Well, I just want you to know that I love you. 
No matter what, I love you, and I want us to be together and a family.” 

The next day he went on the run. They found him a week later in Texas and he’s been locked up ever since. It’ll be 
17 years this coming December. 

He called non-stop from prison. So I had a block put on my phone. Then he would send letters. One line would be, 
“I love you, I want to be with you, we’re going to be a family,” and the next one is, “If I can’t have you nobody will 
have you.” I finally called and said, “No more letters.” 

We had some legal battles. He wanted our son’s last name changed to his. He wanted every-other-weekend visita-
tion in the penitentiary, and two weeks visitation in the summer. I said, “What is my son supposed to do, pitch a tent in 



the front yard of the prison?” 
I’ve been the only one besides the law itself that’s ever stood up to this man. Do you know what kind of re-

percussions that’s going to produce for me? 
I’ve got to believe the future’s going to be okay but I still have that fear. It’s just a deep sense of dread. 

Every crime that he has committed has been against a female, and they’ve increasingly gotten worse. And I’m 
just scared that he’s going to murder me. 

It has imprisoned me. I share a son, he’s going to come after me in one way or the other. I moved my family 
recently so he doesn’t, at this point, know where we are. It’s complicated. You certainly don’t throw a house-
warming party, because you don’t want anybody to know where you live. 

And we’re ready to disappear again. Because, when he gets out? I won’t be here, that’s for sure. That’s how 
we live every day, we know that. My children, I’ve had to tell: “That’s what we’ll do. We will grab this, this, 
and this and we’ll go.” 

Sometimes I tell myself, “You’re over-reacting.” But I just feel in my heart, it’s this terrible, tugging, pulling 
sensation: I’m not going to be safe. 

What I would tell other women: If your gut is telling you something, you better go with your gut. You go to 
past girlfriends, you become the detective. 

I live with a tremendous amount of guilt because I took my oldest son into harm’s way. I took him with me 
into that relationship. That’s something that, up to this point, all the therapy I have been in, I can’t come to terms 
with that at all. This precious little life that I was given. 

 
____ 
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