Told to Keep My Mouth Shut in High School 
I was 16, a straight-A student, an athlete and a cheerleader and I was dating the star varsity quarterback of my high school. His athletic talents made him the celebrity of our town and as a couple, our names were synonymous. His predecessor on our football team was equally regarded and had gone off to become a starting player at a coveted NCAA college -we’ll call him “Zack.” Zack was a wildly beautiful, tall, blonde-haired, blue-eyed God and girls loved him. Zack would come back to our hometown to watch the local games he used to be part of and we quickly became good friends. We went to local parties, basketball games, movies and hung out with mutual friends. We kissed a few times, but I told Zack I was in love with my boyfriend and he and I would remain only friends. He would continually push for more and I would refuse.
Looking back, I think Zack’s competitive nature with my boyfriend may have been a contributing factor in his chase after me at the time, but I’ll never know for sure. Zack asked me over to his friend Brett’s house, where he and his girlfriend Tracy shared an apartment. Tracy was at work and I was playing video games when they asked if I wanted a “lemon-drop shot”, and I said yes. They were huddled in the kitchen, whispering as they made the drink and when I went in, they shooed me out. 

The next thing I remember is throwing up in the toilet in the bathroom. Then I was being propped against the front door from the outside and I heard Tracy’s voice asking why I was so drunk. I remember sliding to the cement, hitting my head and then blood gushing from my temple. I was next being placed into the passenger seat of Zack’s car. 
The clock is blinking red and it says 3:30 a.m. I feel burning pain and I see Zack between my legs and he says “Go back to sleep.” I close my eyes, opening to now see 3:33 and I raise my head and Zack is raping me. I couldn’t speak. The next time I open my eyes, Zack is still raping me and I see another figure in the room. I don’t know who it is or what their involvement was to this day. I awoke late in the morning next to Zack and my face was sticky dry with blood and there was vomit all in my hair. He simply looked at me and said words that confirmed I hadn’t been dreaming what happened: “You wanted this.” I drove home knowing I had been both drugged and raped. As I walked through the door, I thought about telling my parents to take me to the hospital, but I was scared and ashamed and I just wanted to shower and go back to sleep.

I told a counselor at my high school what happened and he told me that this would ruin not only Zack’s football career, but my own boyfriend’s chances as a professional football player. Their reputations would both be tainted –Zack by accusations and my boyfriend by his association to me. Our football team was in the playoffs and this would threaten our chances. The whole town might not forgive me. How could I do this to our entire team? To our entire town? To all of my fellow cheerleaders? I decided the counselor was right, besides, I chose not to go the hospital so there was no evidence. Just Zack’s word versus mine and I didn’t stand a chance against this football God. I put myself in this situation with Zack and I was going to keep my mouth shut. And so I have, all of these years. 

Zack’s football career went nowhere quickly and he went on to marry and have four daughters. I can only hope that as Zack raises his own beautiful, blonde-haired, blue-eyed daughters that I sometimes cross his mind –as a reminder that his girls live in a world where sexual predators are not always a scary stranger.   
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