
How you came to be at AFESIP? 
I would like to start by saying thank you for asking me these questions, for being interested in my life story, 
but also, the story of the millions of girls that have lived, or continue to live, a similar story.
I am proud to tell my story and I am grateful that you are choosing to listen.
At the age of 12, I was kidnapped from my home in Vietnam. I was brought to Cambodia and sold to a 
brothel. I was very young, I was very scared and I had never felt so alone.  When I arrived at the brothel, the 
pimp spoke Khmer and Vietnamese, he told me that I he had bought me and I would now work as a 
prostitute… At the time, I really did not know what this meant.
I remember begging and pleading with him to let me go… to return me to my family. I had nothing to offer. I 
could not understand why he would want me.
On the day I was kidnapped I was not in school, instead I was with my friend. Both of us were kidnapped, but 
we became separated. I never found her again. Today I continue to look for her. She remains on my mind… I 
hope she made it out alive.
I was sold twice during my time as a victim.
The first time I was considered of high value… I was a virgin, so I would be sold to clients for a very high 
price. I remember my first client, he was a foreigner and he was a similar age to my grandfather… maybe 70 
or 80 years of age.
He bought me for one week. I had to stay with him in the room for this time. I had no options, no rights, I 
was violated repeatedly and abused in ways difficult to image or repeat. The only thing I was grateful for 
was the fact that they drugged me, as a result my memories of this time are blurred, and I am thankful for 
that… because the things I do remember are deeply upsetting. I prefer not to remember.
However, I remember that first day… it was the day that I finally understood why I had been kidnapped. The 
day I learnt the meaning of the word prostitute. Before this, I had no concept of what was ahead of me.
I am not sure of the exact time frame, my sense of time is very fragmented, but because virgins are of higher 
value, after each client, when I was returned the pimp, he me would restitch me before reselling me as a 
virgin once more… getting top dollar. I am not sure exactly how many times this happened, but about 5 or 6 
times. It was extremely painful… I had nothing to numb me. It was like being cut with a nail, so sharp and 
cold.
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After about a year, the brothel was raided by the police. I felt like my luck had changed. I was so hopefully in 
that moment that I was going to be returned home. That everything was going to be ok. That I would 
survive… because up until this point I was not sure of any future.
I remember the police lining all the youngest girls up in a line. They asked us ‘who wants to go home?’
I put my hand up. My heart was filling with warmth, I could see the light. I was 100% sure that the police 
would do the right thing and return me to my family… I would see my grandmother. I missed her and would 
have done anything possible to be reunited with her.
The police took us that afternoon, me and a number of the other young girls. But when night fell they took 
us to another pimp, in another brothel… they sold me again. At this point I was at my lowest. I had lost 
complete faith in the police and in the human race. I had accepted death and no longer cared about 
anything.
This time was more challenging for me… this brothel worse than the first. At this brothel, they used extreme 
beatings to control us, they used electric shock to ensure we obeyed them, they stuffed chillies inside our 
body as punishment. At this brothel, they did not drugs on us as we went with clients and so the memories I 
hold from this time are vivid. I remember being naked the entire time, I never had clothes on my back or a 
warm place to rest. I was in constant darkness. Locked away like an animal.
If I wanted to eat, I had to see a minimum of 25 clients per day. Otherwise no food. No water and beating, 
beating, beating. The pimp would lock me a dark room, clients come in and out… it was like a revolving 
door. My naked body was so weak and thin. The only food I was offered was chilli… it was so hot but I had to 
learn to like it because it was the only nourishment I was to receive. If I wanted anything else to eat, if I 
wanted a bowl of rice, I needed to see at least 40 clients per day… some days this was possible but most 
days it was too much for my small, frail body.
 
I was forced to work every day… there was no Saturday or Sunday, no rest in the evenings. When I had my 
period, if I was sick, they did not care… I still had to work… the client did not care, they still want my 
service.
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I remember being in that cage and hearing a commotion upstairs… it was another police raid. I was not 
hopeful. I remained disheartened from my previous experience with the police. I did not care if they found 
me or not. But they did find me… I was in the basement, myself and other girls were down there, locked in 
individual  cages.
 
This time, the police took me to AFESIP. But when I arrived at AFESIP I did not trust anybody. How could I 
possibly trust all these strangers? I once tried this, trusting the police, and I was re-trafficked, abused again 
from the very people who I understood to be the protectors of our community. It was the greatest abuse of 
authority.
 
I was angry at the world and all that had happened to me. Initially, I repeatedly try to escape AFESIP… 
because I was angry. I broke furniture and the centre television… Somaly always jokes that I was the wild 
one, I was crazy and her greatest challenge. Today we laugh about these things, but in truth, those days 
were the darkest and hardest of my life.
 
That is my story.
 
After being rescued, and coming to AFESIP, how did your life change? How did the program help you?
AFESIP has many programs, they use many different strategies to help with recovery. One of the key 
programs at AFESIP is the psychological services. When you are a victim… when you have to revisit your 
story and try to understand what has happened to you… it is traumatic. My trauma was very disturbing, it 
was a very hard to process to go through, to look back and try to heal from the inside.
 
Tell us about what you do today. What is your life work?
For the last 10-years I have worked with the AFESIP Social Outreach program. Because I speak Vietnamese 
and Khmer, I can help translate for victims. Because I am survivor, and today I am recovered, I am in a good 
position to help others experiencing situations of trafficking, exploitation and rape.
 
 
 

SINA VANN | SURVIVOR



 
Who is the person, or the people, who have had the biggest impact on your life? 
Who has helped shape you the most?
This would be two women, first my grandmother. She loved me from the beginning, she was always kind 
and cared for me deeply. I have a great respect for her and all she gave me over the years.
Then would be Somaly Mam, she is like a mother to me. She is my mentor, she has cared for me and 
supported me without judgement. She has been patient and kind.
These two women are very dear to me, they are important people in my life. They have nurtured who I am 
today and be a consistent source of support and love. I am privileged to known them, to have them walk 
with me and for having them accept the person I am.
 
I would also like to thank PROJECT FUTURES and all the people in Australia for their support. You do not 
know me, or the women and children we support every day, but you have helped us transform our lives.
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