
Good morning.  My name is Kim Hudak and I was one of a small group of women who participated in the 

clinical trials for a birth control device that was, at the time, called STOP.  This was my first time being 

part of a clinical trial.  It was the year 2000 and I was a young, happy 28 year old mother when I joined 

the study.  Most important, I was extremely active and very healthy.  Today, I am a 42 year old woman 

that struggles with chronic pain, mobility issues and a lack of zeal; if I only knew then what I know now.  

STOP is now approved for use under its new name of Essure. 

In the interest of full disclosure, I will share that I was paid to be part of the trial.  Full compensation to 

me was less than $300. 

Prior to Essure, I was a single mom of a 7 year old son. My fiancé at the time had sole custody of his 

three children, who were 6, 7 & 9.  With four children, we both agreed our family was complete. In our 

free time we were often sledding in the winter or hiking through the woods with the kids. My fiancé and 

I had purchase a century home and we were renovating it ourselves. I can recall dancing and singing 

while I hammered, scraped and sanded. At work I was diligent and thorough but still maintained my 

upbeat, flirty, silly ways. I loved life and was always laughing and smiling. 

All of that changed in late 2000, after I became a patient with Essure.  I learned of the study through a 

radio advertisement for a new permanent contraceptive that required no surgery and no down time.  It 

seemed like a good solution for me and my family as we could not afford a tubal and I did not have time 

to be out of work. Even in the beginning, there was a little voice in my head was telling me that it was 

not a great idea.  I should have listened to that little voice.   

At the initial consultation, the trial physician spent a great deal of time explaining the procedure and 

reassured me that it had already been rigorously tested and had been proven 99% effective. What she 

neglected to mention is that the devices consisted of nickel and PET fibers. She never mentioned safety.  

This is where the young and naïve part comes in – I never thought to even ask about safety.  It never 

dawned on me that a device being tested on humans wasn’t safe.  My only concern was will it work and 

how fast can I return to work.  Candidly speaking, I will say the doctor did a very good job of making me 

feel safe and I was confident that if something did go wrong it would be addressed immediately and I 

would be well cared for.  I couldn’t have been more wrong. So, I signed up and agreed to join the study.  

I was very nervous about the procedure but thought it was my only option. The doctor was very 

reassuring so I dismissed my fears.   

The day came for my implantation of Essure.  It was actually a bit unnerving.  There were many people in 

the room and it felt like it took forever.  I was also in a great deal of pain, which I didn’t expect based on 

the conversations I had previously had with the trial doctors.  The procedure did not go well and they 

had a deployment issue with the second device.  They pulled it out and started over.  All I could do it lay 

there and pray it would end soon.  It finally did, and I actually did go to work the next day despite the 

fact I was still cramping.   

By the end of the first month, I was experiencing sharp pains in my rear pelvic region. By the third 

month the sharp pain was accompanied by generalized achiness, fatigue and severe PMS symptoms. 



I wish I could say I got better, but sadly, I didn’t.  I was exhausted all the time and did not want to leave 

the house. I started to become angry and frustrated with my fiancé and his children because I did not 

want to participate in whatever they were doing. I was always tired and achy. I slept any chance I got. 

Everything and everyone annoyed me. I even started pulling away from my son. 

Desperation started to grow within me.  How did I go from being happy, healthy and normal to this shell 

of person who was also sick with something?  It was like perpetually having a bad case of the flu…achy, 

weak and exhausted. Just one year after placement, I saw a rheumatologist that diagnosed me with 

Fibromyalgia, hyper-extensive joint disorder, restless leg syndrome and chronic fatigue disorder. I was 

prescribed numerous anti-inflammatory medications, pain killers, muscle relaxers and anti-depressants. 

The medications were changed (and usually increased) about every six months when I would go back or 

see a new doctor and report that they were not working. I also went to physical therapy as well as a 

medical massage facility.  It was recommended at this time that I also seek counseling.  I can’t count the 

number of doctors I’ve seen since 2000, nor can I count the number of theories about what was or 

wasn’t wrong with me.  I raised all these issues with the trial doctors and they would say Essure could 

not possibly be causing these issues.  I kept changing doctors because some did not believe I was sick 

and the ones that did gave me ineffective treatments. I was in and out of different doctor’s offices 

constantly.  

I just wanted to lock myself up and hide from the world. My fiancée did not understand what was wrong 

with me and neither did I. He would push me to do things and I would become angry and resentful. He 

became increasingly more hostile with me as I started feeling worse. I don’t think either of us 

understood until many, many years later that our issues were a direct result of my sickness. I’m not sure 

he realizes it even now. 

In 2002 my fiancée planned a family trip to Disney. This would have been my first real vacation ever 

(excluding little weekend get-a-ways). I was miserable and had to drag myself through the parks. My 

only thought each day was how much longer it would be before I got back to the hotel. When we 

returned home from this vacation I was wiped out completely. This was the point where I really started 

spiraling downhill.  

I finally had no option but to take a medical leave from work.  This was in the summer of 2003. I was 

constantly having massive chest pains.  Another time they found me passed out in the bathroom as I lost 

consciousness while vomiting because of a severe migraine.  My muscles were weak and I spent most of 

my time in bed.  Something as basic as cooking dinner became the biggest challenge of my day.  When 

my leave was over I tried to go back to work but physically could not do it. I was so heavily medicated 

that I could barely function and even with the medications I was in constant pain. A few months later I 

found a part time job that I did mostly from home but after a year even that was too much.  My fiancé 

and I never married and we eventually split up in 2006.  I found myself a single mom, with no family, no 

friends, and I truly thought my days on this Earth were numbered. 

In June of 2006, I stopped taking all of the medications that I had been on. I was exhausted and in pain 

but at least I had the ability to think and, more importantly, fight. I returned to work full time. I was 



almost fired after the first year because, according to my boss, I was just not catching on. I never 

explained to them how ill I was and that I did not suffer from a lack of competence, I suffered from 

debilitating pain and exhaustion. From that point on I mustered every bit of determination I could and 

put all I had into my job. I could not support my son with no income. While my performance at work got 

better, my personal life came to a screeching halt. I would come home and go straight to bed at night. I 

did not go out with friends or do anything for myself. Most weekends would be spent in bed trying to 

recover from the week. This was my life. This is still my life. I struggle through each day trying to keep a 

smile on my face and hide the fact that I am in pain and afraid that I will not be able to keep up the 

charade. 

A few years ago, I decided to make one last desperate attempt to figure out what was wrong with me. I 

had always suspected that Essure was the cause of my health issues but second guessed myself since 

every single medical professional that I spoke with insisted it was not.  My saving grace was a Facebook 

Group called Essure Problems.  There were about 500 members at the time and Angie Firmalino reached 

out to me because she saw my information on another page.  I found over 500 women who were like 

me, suffering like me, feeling the same symptoms as me.  For the 1st time in years, I wasn’t alone.  

Today, that same group has over 8,000 women and they are all like me. 

It was with the courage and support of this group that I went to work on a new mission, getting my 

health back.  My first attempts were to reach out to the study doctor, Dr. Linda Bradley, who is still 

practicing.  She never returned my phone calls, faxes or emails.  I then tried to get my records and see a 

different doctor.  They did send me records, and they weren’t complete.  A few months later, I was able 

to get my records, and it was thanks to the media.  I was honestly shocked by what I read in those 

records.  My information was altered to reflect that I was doing well with the coils while in fact, the 

entire time I was complaining of issues which were documented in the medical exam but not in the 

study information. The doctor even had a clinical note explaining that she suspected a nickel allergy 

severe enough to warrant removal of the devices. No mention of nickel or a possible reaction was ever 

explained to me. Many of the dates on the records were changed to the date they were transcribed 

from written records to digital records so it is difficult to determine an accurate timeline of events.  

In October of 2013 I underwent a hysterectomy to remove the Essure. The removal was done incorrectly 

and while I had a brief period of relief, once the PET fibers and morecllated nickel fragments settled into 

my body my heath rapidly declined once again. It is unlikely a resolution will be found.  

Some days are better than others and some days I am better able to hide that I am ill. Recently I had one 

of those painful reminders of just how far I am from where I started 14 years ago. My son, who is now 

21, planned a Mother’s day surprise for me this year. I have not had the heart to tell him that I am not 

better since the surgery. He decided to take me to one of our hiking locations that when enjoyed when 

he was young. I struggled not to limp and to keep up during the hike. We came to the edge of a steep 

cliff that we climbed down quite regularly many years ago.  I told him there was no way I could make it 

but I would attempt a less treacherous incline. He looked at me and said, “Since when do you take the 

beaten path? How do you expect to ever get better if you don’t fight?” I simply said. “I am fighting as 

hard as I possibly can every single day”. 


