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AUTHOR’S NOTE

The events in this book concern real people, including children. Some names, places, and identifiable details have been changed. Additionally, I’ve reconstructed dialogue, to the best of my ability, using a combination of diary entries, text messages, DMs, and conversations with people who were involved.




For Hudson, my Saving Grace





ONE

THE DAY MY BOYFRIEND DIES, he texts me to say he’s sorry. He loves me. He’ll never forgive himself for hurting me while I’m pregnant with his baby.

Arik’s text ends with a typo. A single letter J. I don’t understand why he hasn’t finished his thought until my mom takes me out to lunch that afternoon. While scrolling Instagram at our usual table, I see a picture of Arik on my timeline with the caption “R.I.P.” He’s crashed his car while texting me.

That night, three hundred people follow me on Instagram. Hunched over my phone on my parents’ couch, I scroll past dozens of posts about Arik: pictures of him playing baseball, grinning at the camera, laughing with his family. There are screenshots of news stories about the crash that killed him, photos of people sobbing, and broken-heart emojis, all mixed in with the usual Instagram content—blurry selfies, food porn, a mediocre sunset. Those happy photos feel like they’ve been posted from another universe. Reminders of a time before I got pregnant and had to move back in with my Mormon parents in Southern California. Before I had to leave my scholarship and Division 1 tennis career at Brigham Young University behind.

I feel like I have to post something. But I have no idea what to write. I don’t want to admit that hours before Arik died, I’d learned he cheated on me. Devastated, I’d said the cruelest things I could think of: that he wouldn’t meet his baby unless it was in court; that he would never see me again; that I would never forgive him.

How could I explain via Instagram what it felt like to learn—at that dingy restaurant with my mom—that Arik died while texting me to ask for forgiveness, to tell me that I deserved better, to say that he loved me? How do you write a post about that?



WHEN YOU’RE FOURTEEN WEEKS pregnant and your boyfriend dies, people say a lot of things. “You’ll meet someone else. You’re still young.” “You have plenty of time to find a father for your baby.” “You don’t look that sad in the pictures you post on Instagram.” “God has a plan for you.” I’ve known all along that God has a plan for everyone. I just don’t know why mine is so shitty.

By twenty, I’ve already been drugged and raped. I’ve escaped an abusive relationship, only to fall in love with someone amazing and get pregnant unexpectedly. The night Arik dies, my mom is so worried about me that she drags an extra mattress into her bedroom so she can keep an eye on me while I sleeplessly stare at the ceiling.



THE NEXT SEVEN MONTHS are a gray, depressive blur. The easiest tasks—getting up, eating breakfast, taking the online classes that will allow me to keep my NCAA tennis eligibility—feel impossible. More than once, I think about dying.

You wouldn’t know it from my Instagram feed. I don’t post any shots of me sobbing to sad music in the shower or writing that I want to die in my journal. Instead, I upload pictures of me holding a starfish to obscure my massive belly. And another of me smiling on a cruise ship, pretending I’m not thinking about jumping overboard.

When I look back on that twenty-year-old gripping the railing and debating drowning herself in the ocean, I want to tell her that things will get better. That she’ll forgive herself. That even though this pregnancy is unexpected, she’ll love her baby more than anything in the world and fight hard for her next ones.

I want to tell her that she’ll fall in love again, in a big, beautiful, dramatic way, that she’ll learn to live her life without fear of judgment, and that at some point she’ll hear the phrase “soft swinging” and not only know what it means but understand it’s the scandal that brings her to reality TV.

Most of all, I want to tell her that the tragedies and trauma she’s experienced won’t define her. That there’s no reason to feel shame about any of her mistakes—that the only shame is in hiding them.





TWO

I GREW UP MORMON, WHICH means I grew up going to Mormon dance parties. These are like other dance parties, except they’re held in church buildings, and sometimes people pray before stepping onto a basketball court and dancing to “Don’t Stop Believin’.”

I ring in 2010 at the Aliso Viejo New Year’s Dance with my friend and tennis teammate Cassidy, who’s Christian but not Mormon. Cassidy is small and blond and loves to have a good time. She and I are dancing to a clean version of a Black-Eyed Peas song when Cole—who I’ve heard through the grapevine is eighteen—comes over to us. It’s almost midnight, which means he’s looking for someone to kiss.

My blond hair, burnt stick-straight, clings to the back of my neck. My eyeliner, drawn on too heavy, runs down my cheeks. Cole is cute, but he’s too old for me. Rumor has it he’s already finished his first semester of college.

When the DJ starts a slow song, Cole asks me to dance. There’s no way I’m slow dancing with an eighteen-year-old who might try to kiss me at midnight. Mormons aren’t supposed to date until we’re sixteen, and I don’t bend rules, even though I’ll be sixteen in two and a half months. So I tell Cole we can do a group dance, and that’s how Cassidy, Cole, and I celebrate 2010.



IN UTAH, THERE ARE so many Mormons that the people you go to church with usually live on your block. It’s different in California. There aren’t any Mormons on our street. But because of our church’s programming, I feel like I know every Mormon boy in Southern California. When it’s time for my high school’s winter formal, I consider the boys I’ve met at church dances, then use Facebook Messenger to invite Cole’s cousin Mark to be my date. Mark and I don’t really know each other, but I think he’s cute. And I like that he’s standoffish. It feels like there’s some mystery there.

The night of the formal, Mark is forty-five minutes late to pick me up. I have to take photos in the front yard by myself. I’m confident enough that this doesn’t bother me. But my parents think Mark is being disrespectful. My mom, hair blown-out, makeup perfect, keeps checking her watch. My dad, who’s bald, mutters about my taste in boys under his breath.

When Mark gets to my house, Cole is with him. I don’t know why he’s not back at college. Maybe he’s in trouble. I’ve heard he drinks and uses drugs. I’m not a rule-breaker, but I’ve always been intrigued by things that are off-limits—in part because I’ve never been told the reasoning behind a lot of Mormon rules. Why is a girl who has sex outside of marriage considered a slut when a guy can get away with it? Why can’t Mormons drink coffee when it’s made from beans but soda is OK when it’s artificial?

Mark, Cole, and I take pictures in front of my parents’ house, then go to a friend’s for dinner. Afterward, we take a party bus to the formal, which is at the Nixon Library. It looks like something straight out of a wedding, with chandeliers and a fog machine. All night, I can’t help but think that Cole is more fun to talk to than Mark. He’s witty and exciting: a bad boy. Mark is quiet and a little sick. He keeps getting bloody noses, which grosses me out. But I still think I want him to be my first kiss.



I MAKE IT HAPPEN a few weeks later at my friend Taylor’s sweet sixteen. Her dad owns the Grove, so that’s where the party is. Mark and I spend the whole night grinding on the dance floor. At ten, I have to leave because I have a tennis match the next day. Tennis always takes priority: even over church. Our family rule is that it’s OK to play tournaments on Sundays, but not practice, because Mormons are technically supposed to keep the Sabbath day holy. Ideally, I wouldn’t play at all on Sundays, but most tennis tournaments are on the weekends, and I need to play tournaments to be recruited to a D1 program like UCLA or BYU.

I appreciate that my parents understand this. They’re religious, but not crazy devout. My dad’s attitude is to bend the rules but not break them. He says he lives his life in line with God and Jesus, and if he gets to heaven and learns the Mormons weren’t right, at least he’ll have lived in a good and moral way. I like that. It leaves some gray area. I’m the only Mormon girl I know who wears bikinis and tube tops.

Before I leave the Grove, I wind my arms around Mark’s neck and peck him a few times. When I pull back, he looks slightly disappointed, like he wanted more.

But I’m giddy. I’ve had my first kiss.



I’M THE BABY OF the family. Everyone else is out of the house by the time I’m a teenager, so it’s up to me to keep my mom company. She’s like the Mormon Kris Jenner—she hates missing out. If she weren’t Mormon, she’d be the type of parent to let teenagers drink in her house. She likes when I have my friends over so she can keep an eye on us. She doesn’t need to. I don’t drink, swear, or smoke. I play tennis, and I go to church dances, and when those end early, I go to McDonald’s or Del Taco.

But my sweet sixteen is different. I post the party on Facebook as an open invite, and hundreds of people show up, including teenagers I’ve never seen in my life. The party is “candy shop” themed, so there’s candy everywhere: oversized multicolored lollipops and bowls of licorice and chocolate. Dozens of people I don’t know show up at my house. Mark is mad at me for only pecking him at Taylor’s birthday, so he spends the night dodging me. I try to dance with him a few times, but it goes nowhere.

It’s turning into a bad night for me, especially when some guy from a different high school shows up and pulls a knife on another kid—then threatens my parents. My dad’s in the kitchen with my mom and my oldest sister Lauren, who’s come into town from Utah for my party. He asks her to get a weapon. She says all we have are tennis rackets.

“Get a baseball bat,” my dad says.

I’m in over my head. People are smoking in my parents’ backyard and passing around Gatorade bottles filled with alcohol. Someone’s getting arrested. I’m walking up to people I’ve never met and saying, “Stop, you can’t do that.” And “Please don’t smoke here.” And Mark—who was my first kiss, who I have a crush on—is making out with a random girl under the gazebo in the middle of the yard.





THREE

I’M COMPETITIVE, SO AFTER MARK breaks my sixteen-year-old heart, I decide to win him back. I like the game of it. My sisters have taught me how to toy with guys, and I learn I have power over some of them. I start to make this one guy from my ward pick me up and take me to Taco Bell. And at a party a couple months after my birthday, I make out with Mark. It’s a triumph. I’m not a person who likes to talk about feelings, so I enjoy not knowing what he’s thinking all the time. I like that he plays hard to get. I like that I can get him anyway.

Mark and I hang out for a year. It isn’t serious, but I spend a lot of time with him and his cousins, including Cole. As I get more confident, I flirt with them both. I like making them jealous.

My parents don’t like Cole. My dad thinks he has a shady past. They don’t like that he hasn’t gone on mission, and they really don’t like that he’s older. At some point that summer, his parents send him to rehab, and he disappears for a couple months, which is confusing.

I’m a Goody Two-shoes, but when Cole gets back, I like that he tells me about drinking and doing drugs. I’m more intrigued by partying than sex at this point. I’ve learned about chastity, modesty, and the words of wisdom since I was little, but I’m still struggling to understand the why.

When things between Mark and me fizzle out, Cole and I start hanging out more. We hold hands but never kiss. I’m a prude. And I think the age gap makes it scary for him, too, but in the summer of 2012, when it’s drizzling in Southern California, we kiss for the first time in my parents’ driveway. It feels substantial. Real. We still never say we’re together, and we keep our relationship a secret from my parents, but my siblings know. They think Cole is fun. And they’re OK with us spending time together as long as we don’t do anything besides kissing.



I LIKE COLE IN a way I never liked Mark. He makes me laugh. And he’s different since he got out of rehab. He’s a rule-follower. He’s gone vegan. He’s trying to get his life on track so he can go on mission.

It takes a year to return to good standing in the church after you’ve had premarital sex. It only takes a few months of repenting to come back from drinking or doing drugs.

Cole has done everything, so he has to go through a whole repentance process to get into a spiritual place where the church wants to send him out. We don’t talk about it a lot, but I know it’s important to him.

My sister McCall says she’ll never marry a guy if he doesn’t go on mission. Lots of Mormon girls feel like that. They won’t date guys who don’t go on mission or who come home early. I don’t care if a guy has gone on mission. I just care that he has good character. The judgment around all of the Mormon rules seems so wrong to me. Cole and I don’t talk about shame a lot, but his is right there, under the surface. There’s so much pressure to be perfect when you’re Mormon. Everything is black and white.



THE FIRST TIME I have an intense make-out session with Cole, my parents are out of town. When I go to the bathroom afterward, I realize my underwear is wet. I think there’s something really wrong with me, like maybe I’m dying. Nobody has ever told me what being wet is. They haven’t told me that I go a little heavy on the eyeliner or that Forever 21 neon crop tops aren’t a great look on me either, but this is different. I feel scared. I know so little about my body and the world. Cole senses my innocence. He never pressures me to do anything. He almost does the opposite. He takes care of me. He wants to make sure I make good choices. I can tell he really loves me. I think I might love him, too, but college is looming on the horizon.



I START THE TENNIS recruitment process. I’m a blue-chip recruit, which means I can basically go to any top-20 college. This isn’t me being cocky. It’s just true.

I can’t decide between UCLA or BYU. I love the UCLA colors. And the school feels classy. It’s fun to visit my middle sister McCall on campus and go shopping in Brentwood. But BYU is classic, and my oldest sister Lauren has become the new head coach there.

At one of McCall’s UCLA matches, her coach comes up to me in the stands and asks, “Can I sit next to a future UCLA recruit?”

I tell him point-blank, “I’m going to BYU.”

My mom laughs. UCLA is ranked in the top ten. BYU isn’t even on the list. But I know, at seventeen, that I won’t meet a Mormon husband at UCLA. Cole is leaving for mission soon. I’m really sad to see him go, but I know how young I am and that there are other exciting experiences ahead of me. I don’t plan on waiting for him, and while he’s gone, dating other Mormon guys is important to me.

Still, I go back and forth between BYU and UCLA. I save all the UCLA recruitment letters that arrive at my house. I fantasize about wearing blue and gold.

But eventually, Lauren commits to BYU for me, so other coaches can see in the online portal that I’m going to BYU. When I find out, I say, “Lauren, when did I verbally commit to you?” But it’s funny.



A FEW DAYS BEFORE Cole leaves for mission, he tells me he’s worried about me. We’re at the beach together, and we walk to this lookout area, where he turns to me in his swim trunks and tank top. He’s gotten skinny since he went vegan, and there’s a look in his eyes I’ve never seen before. He says, “Boys in college will use you. You have to be careful.”

I tell him he’s being crazy. I’m going to BYU, where my sister lives. I’ll be playing three hours of tennis a day. “I literally don’t know what you’re talking about.”

But he’s so serious. “Don’t drink,” he says. “Don’t date bad boys.”

“Cole,” I tell him, “I’m going to be fine.”

But he warns me again to be good. He seems uneasy. There’s a breeze, and he’s staring at me. It feels like a premonition.





FOUR

COTO DE CAZA IS A wealthy area, but growing up, I don’t understand that my family is rich. We don’t buy Charmin toilet paper. My mom and I hide our manicures from my dad. In our house, leaving the lights on is a high crime. And running the air-conditioning—even in the summer, when it’s a hundred degrees outside—is akin to first-degree murder. When I learn to drive, I inherit a 1995 Lexus SC. It’s white with a tan interior. My dad calls it the White Stallion. I call it the White Turd because there are so many things wrong with it. The seats are cracked. There’s foam coming out of the leather. And if you turn off the AC, the whole car shuts off, even if you’re driving on the freeway.

My dad’s rule is that if any of his kids get a full-ride scholarship to college, they get a new car. I don’t know when mine is coming, but I’m excited when BYU pays for me to fly out to Provo for the weekend. I’ve already committed to play there, but I get to do a recruitment trip anyway. For fun, mostly. And for an excuse to spend time with Lauren and the team.

I’ve never traveled alone before. I feel anxious on the plane, but better when I see Lauren. She knows all of my secrets: like how I goofed off with all of my other tennis coaches, which is why my mom fired them and started coaching me herself. She knows that once, when my mom was feeding me balls at a court near our house, she said, “Don’t hit like this, hit like this,” and stepped forward to show me her footwork then fell, ripping her pants. She knows that I laughed so hard at my mom tripping on a perfectly flat court that I had to run laps. And she knows that, to my family, I’m uncoachable, even though tennis has always come naturally to me.

Lauren acts like my coach and my sister, setting me up in her spare room with clean sheets and towels, then reminding me of our meeting with the BYU athletic director the next morning. I can tell she takes her job seriously. She’s relatively new to the role as head coach. And she’s in the tough position of rebuilding a program that fell apart after the last head coach, who only lasted a year, caused lots of the top players, including McCall, to transfer.

We sit on the bed, and Lauren tells me it’s a program in transition. What she means is that it’s a program where freshmen like me will have the opportunity to play number one and number two. I like that. I want to be the best.

In college tennis, coaches pick six girls to play per match: a number one, a number two, a number three, and so on. As number one, it’s your responsibility to lead the team. Each team’s number one player competes against their opponent’s top player. It’s a lot of pressure. But I know I’m good enough to get the spot. I’m BYU’s first blue-chip recruit since McCall.



LAUREN TAKES ME ON a golf-cart tour of campus, showing off the indoor and outdoor courts, the weight room, and taking me to a meeting with the athletic director, Tom Holmoe, in his office in the Student Athlete Building.

I like Tom right away. He’s tall: a former football player who was a defensive back at BYU before playing for the 49ers and coaching at Cal Berkeley. Tom oversees twenty-two sports at BYU, but he takes his time talking to me. He makes me feel special.



BECAUSE IT’S HALLOWEEN, THERE are parties that weekend. Lauren encourages me to go out with the team. I wear one of McCall’s old costumes. It’s a cop outfit made out of fake leather.

One of the girls on the team, Meghan, is from Southern California. She and I know each other from the tennis circuit. It’s nice to have a built-in friend, especially because it’s clear that I’m out of my element.

On the drive to the party, people are already drinking. This isn’t my first exposure to alcohol, but it’s the first time I realize people at BYU actually party. I think this is crazy. BYU’s honor code means that you can get kicked out of school for drinking or having sex outside of marriage, and students can report one another online. I didn’t realize anyone would be willing to risk that. Apparently, I was wrong.

I don’t drink that night, but I clock who does. And I’m almost positive that Lauren, who never stepped out of line in college, has no idea what’s happening.

The Halloween party is in a warehouse. It almost looks like a sports facility: there’s turf on the floor and two levels. I’m still innocent, still seventeen, but single. I get dirty on the dance floor. Next year, when I go back to the same party, my abuser will freak out anytime a guy gets near me. But for now, I’m free.

I dance with Meghan, a guy from BYU volleyball, and at one point, a creepy older guy who comes up behind me and grabs my hips.

I shimmy away to avoid him. He gives me bad vibes.

Our team has VIP passes, meaning we can go to the upstairs section of the club. Meghan and I decide to take the elevator up to get a break from the chaos, but when I walk inside, Meghan’s not with me. I turn and see the man who tried to grind on me following me in with two of his friends. Meghan’s still on the dance floor, tipsily saying hi to someone she ran into. I feel frozen. I do nothing as the man pushes me against the wall of the elevator, smacking my head into the metal. He starts tugging up my dress. I know I should run away or scream, but I can’t. The doors are closing. Suddenly Meghan pushes inside, yells, “Don’t touch her!” and pulls me back onto the dance floor. I don’t tell anyone but her what happened. But I keep reliving the moment I turned and saw the man getting in the elevator after me. I don’t know what would’ve happened if Meghan hadn’t pulled me out, but I wonder why I couldn’t move.

I try not to think about it. I dance with Meghan, and other tennis girls, and that volleyball player from the men’s team who will go on to play in the Olympics. I can’t believe the moment in the elevator actually happened.

I’m rattled, but I do my best to shake it off. It doesn’t even occur to me to report it. There’s no one to even report it to. And I know it won’t impact the trajectory of my life. I’m still going to BYU for tennis. Lauren will still be my coach. The only thing that’s different is that now I know people party at BYU.



BACK IN CALIFORNIA, I win two tennis tournaments. After one, when I beat a girl named Alyssa who’d been demolishing me since we were ten, I get invited to a clinic at Woodbridge Tennis Academy in Irvine with some of the top high school players in the United States.

Everyone involved is going on scholarship to a top-20 program. The competition is fierce. I finally feel like I’m pushing myself, and I fall in love with the sport in a new way. For the first time, I want to win for myself instead of my mom. And I like the players I meet, especially Alyssa.

The Woodbridge clinic is twice a week. The drills are intense. We stand at the net and hit volleys at each other as hard as we can. We sprint. We do point play. I thrive on the competition. I don’t mind that the drive to Irvine takes half an hour, or that I’m exhausted when I come home. I have a whole new friend group.

Plus, since I’m getting better at tennis, I’m winning more, which makes me and my parents happy. It also means they have to follow through on their promise to get me a car.

I test-drive an Audi and fall in love, but I know there’s no way my dad’s going to buy me something so expensive. And I’m totally happy with a used car. But just in case he decides to spoil me, I let him know my favorite is the latest edition white A4 with a gray interior.

On Christmas, we open presents in the living room by the tree. Everyone’s wearing their matching Christmas pajamas. We’re just starting on the pile when my brother Alex hands me a package. My dad stands and says, “Don’t open that yet, Mayci.” I have a feeling it’s a car key. My dad is a man of his word. Everyone goes back and forth about the present for a second, and then my dad says, “Fine. Go for it.”

I pull off the wrapping and find a car key. I get up and walk outside with everyone following me. There’s an older-model Audi A4 in the driveway. It’s charcoal colored. I’m stoked. I’ve wanted a car—this car—for months. And here it is.

But when I get inside, the windshield is cracked, there’s dirt by the pedals and dust caked on the dashboard. It smells slightly stale, like old fast food. I’m still happy, but I’m also confused. My dad is meticulous. I know that if he bought me a car, new or used, it would be perfect. He wouldn’t give me one with a windshield crack.

I look out the car window and see my mom laughing. Now I’m annoyed. I can’t tell if she’s laughing at me or at my car, but I thank my parents and go back inside so we can finish opening presents. The floor is covered in wrapping paper and ribbons. Usually, we clean up, but instead my dad says, “Should we go drive your car around?”

I say yes. Absolutely. We go back outside, but the car isn’t in the driveway anymore. I look around, clutching the key. The car isn’t on the street either.

My mom is laughing again. She opens the garage. The door lifts to reveal my brother sitting behind the steering wheel of a brand-new white A4 with a gray interior. My dream car. The other one belonged to my dad’s friend. My parents had borrowed it to prank me.





FIVE

IT’S NEW YEAR’S AND I’M at a Mormon dance again. I’m there, like everyone else, to be set up. My friend Sam wants me to meet a guy whose name I won’t use, but who my parents call the asshole, I call my abuser, and we’ll call Dick. I’ve seen pictures of Dick and think he’s cute. I’m intrigued by the setup. And I’m excited that, at seventeen, I’ve gotten into the church’s Young Single Adult dance at the Dave & Buster’s in Irvine, which is supposed to be for single Mormons between eighteen and thirty years old.

The first thing I notice about Dick is that he’s as handsome in real life as he is in photos. He’s tall—five-eleven—sculpted, and clean-cut. His hair is perfect. He has a six-pack. Everything about him is attractive except his voice. It’s not high-pitched exactly, but it’s weird. I’m totally caught off guard by it. It gives me the ick.

I try to ignore it, but it distracts me.

Still, the vibes are there. I’m pretty sure we’re going to kiss at midnight. I’ve only ever kissed Mark, Cole, and two other guys: one right after Cole left for his mission and I felt like I had to move on, and another over the summer in Utah. And I’ve never made out with someone the first day we’ve met.

The idea of kissing Dick at the dance feels exciting and grown-up. And I want to do something wild. I want to step out of my comfort zone.

During the countdown to midnight, everyone pairs off. I step closer to Dick. He’s so tall. I tilt my chin up. When it’s midnight, we lean in. The kiss is surprisingly good. I feel giddy.

Looking back, the setup feels forced: Dick is who I’m supposed to want, so I convince myself that I want him. He comes from a good family. He’s Mormon. And Sam has made a point to tell me that Dick is rich.

I like that he used to be a bad boy, too, even though I don’t know exactly what that means. Maybe he used to drink. Maybe he even smoked.



DICK LIVES FORTY MINUTES from my parents in Anaheim. I go over there the next night with Sam and some of our other friends.

When I park, the first thing I think is maybe Sam and I have a different definition of rich. Dick’s house is nice. But it’s nothing spectacular.

The next day, Dick drives to see me in Coto, and we hang out at my parents’ house in the bonus room. Two days later, it’s my mom’s birthday. I invite Dick to come out to dinner to celebrate with our family. My brother Alex is dating someone, too, but she can’t make it. When Alex mentions her name at the restaurant, Dick starts laughing. We all look at him across the table, and he admits that he made out with Alex’s girlfriend a year earlier. My family thinks it’s funny. I do too. My parents aren’t obsessed with Dick, but they’re happy for him to spend time with us. They don’t see any red flags. And neither do I.

Our family has a tradition of doing different day trips over the holidays. One day, we drive to San Diego to get tacos, then go to a Yorkie breeder so my parents can get a puppy. We sit next to each other in the car on the drive back to Coto, holding hands on the seat. Dick and I never say we’re a couple, but we’ve become one right away. I see him every day between New Year’s and when he goes back to BYU.



AFTER DICK LEAVES FOR college, we talk constantly. I never worry that he’s going to hook up with someone else. He’s anxious I’m going to, though. He texts and calls me all the time. I don’t see this behavior as problematic. Dick is cute and tall. He goes to BYU. He plays club ice hockey. He sends me flowers, and when they arrive my mom and I both think he’s Prince Charming.

But Dick and I fight a lot. Or at least, he fights a lot. He gets mad at me for things that seem totally normal.

One day, when I’m driving with Alyssa and some of the guys from the Woodbridge clinic, he calls me. He knows we all get dinner once a week after playing. There are two guys and three girls in our group. We’re all friends—there’s nothing romantic between any of us. But Dick is still jealous. When I answer the phone in the car, he says something snarky about one of the guys. It’s rude, and I hang up on him, embarrassed.

Alyssa asks why I’m dating him. One of the other guys does too. They both say he’s possessive. I don’t want to admit it, even to myself, but I know they have a point. Dick is way more insecure than I originally thought. He’s sadder than I originally thought too. He constantly needs validation. It’s exhausting.

One day, when my friends from the clinic are hanging out at my parents’ house, he freaks out because I’m spending time with other guys. Another time, when he’s home from school, he says he thinks he can beat me at tennis, so my mom takes the two of us to the court to teach him how to play. She feeds him balls. When he misses a few, he gets mad and hits them off the court. I pretend it’s funny so my mom doesn’t worry, but it’s a turn-off. This man is not a pro tennis player—he’s hardly even held a racket before—so I’m not entirely sure why he thinks he should be playing like one. By the time we’re done, there are balls all over the tennis club roof.



I GO VISIT DICK in Utah. He lives off-campus in housing called Alpine Village. It’s only a block from BYU, and it feels a little like a dorm. There’s a pool, dirty carpet, and chipped paint on the walls. The room itself is tiny: space for a closet, a small desk, and a twin bed. But to me, it’s the coolest place I’ve ever been. It’s living alone! I don’t stay with Dick—we haven’t done more than make out, and my family would never allow it—but it’s fun to see. I can imagine spending time there when I come to BYU in the fall.

In bed at Lauren’s town house that night, I feel ready to be in college: ready to stay out as late as I want; ready to sleep over at Dick’s. I tell myself he’ll be less controlling when we live in the same state. He’ll chill out.

The next day is Valentine’s Day. Dick and I go on a date to the Cheesecake Factory. I wear a black peplum top, jeans, and red stripper heels I can barely walk in.

He gives me a Tiffany necklace with two little hearts—one turquoise and one silver—and later, when we’re parked in the car outside Lauren’s house, he tells me he loves me by writing it with his finger in the fog of his windshield and then tracing a heart around the letters. I say it back even though I’m not sure I feel it. It seems like the thing a girlfriend is supposed to do. And I don’t know what love is. I like the way it feels when Dick winds his arms around my shoulders. I like feeling special. Chosen.



THE THING WITH DICK is that things are never good for long.

When he says he can’t fly back to California for my winter formal, he gets furious that I want to bring a guy friend as my date. I push back, and we break up. But a few days later, he love-bombs me, I swoon, and we get back together. This becomes our pattern. He does something crazy, I break up with him, he says and does nice things, we get back together. Again and again and again.

On one of his trips to California, Dick is supposed to pick me up so we can go to L.A. to visit McCall, but I have this sick feeling. It’s almost like I have the flu. Our church is doing a road show: basically a play where the youth all have parts. After going to a rehearsal, I lay on the carpeted floor of my parents’ bedroom and tell my mom I don’t want to go.

“What do you mean?” she asks.

Dick is downstairs. It’s embarrassing to send him away, but I have this premonition.

“Why don’t you at least go to lunch with him?” my mom suggests. “You can always come back after. You don’t have to go all the way up to UCLA.”

But I don’t want to go anywhere with Dick. My body is telling me there’s something off. It’s giving me a warning sign. I don’t listen. Instead, I stand up, drag my feet across my parents’ carpeted room, and go downstairs, where Dick is waiting for me.





SIX

JUST SEND ME ONE PICTURE.”

I read the text again. I don’t want to send Dick nudes. I’ve never done anything like that in my life. But he’s been asking a lot. He sends another text. “Come on, Mayci.” I get out of bed and make sure the door to my room is closed.

I feel embarrassed taking off my clothes. But I take two pictures on Snapchat to get Dick to stop asking. I don’t know if he can save them or share them. I hope he can’t.

I assume sending him pictures will get him off my back. Instead, the pressure increases. After I send those first pictures, he wants more. It’s never enough.

When he comes back to town, he wants to go past making out. I’m not ready. I’ve told him that repeatedly. But one afternoon, when we’re kissing in the bonus room at my parents’ house, he puts his hand down my pants. There’s literally no consent. One second we’re kissing, and the next, his clammy hand is on my vagina. I don’t stop him. I’m not happy it’s happening, but I can’t say I’m actively upset either. I sort of disassociate. And then it’s over. I’m zero percent turned on the entire time.

What’s weird is that after it happens, I start to think it’s kind of OK. It’s like that with every step. I never want to send nudes. I never want Dick to finger me. But after I do it, it breaks the seal. It becomes free game.

That night, we’re supposed to have dinner at his parents’ house. I don’t love going over there and spending time with his family. At the beginning of our relationship, I took everything Dick said about them at face value—that he was the victim, that his brother was mean, that he always demeaned him—but one afternoon when I was at their house, Dick’s brother made one small, teasing comment, and Dick freaked out and started screaming. Their mom came in and started yelling at everyone. It was so awkward that I walked out of the room. Dick’s brother didn’t even do anything, and Dick was calling him an asshole and completely losing his mind.

I don’t want to relive that. And I’m not trying to get fingered again.



THE WHOLE DRIVE TO Anaheim, Dick tells me that nobody’s going to be home before the dinner. He sounds excited, but I’m scared.

The second we get to his house, Dick leads me to his room, where we start making out on the bed. I can tell he expects me to give him a hand job because he touched me earlier. I’m so afraid of his penis—I don’t want to look at it, let alone touch it. I don’t want to look him in the eye, either, so I alternate staring at the ceiling and at his bedspread. I feel grossed-out and complicit and guilty. I’m trying to give him a hand job—probably badly, because I have no idea what I’m doing and we don’t have any lube—when I hear the back door open. I’m in my underwear. Dick has his shirt and pants off. I jump off the bed and lunge for my clothes. I’m already afraid of his mom after the yelling incident, and the back door is close to Dick’s bedroom.

Dick is panicking too. He grabs his pants, and as he pulls them up, his belt buckle jingles incredibly loudly. I know his mom can hear it. She walks in just as he’s gotten his pants on. She looks at me—my face flushed, my clothes wrinkled—and at Dick, who’s panting, and says, “You know you’re not supposed to have girls in your room.”

He says, “OK.”

There’s an awkward beat, and then she leaves the door open and goes back into the hall. I feel terrible. I don’t want to stay for family dinner, but I have no idea how to leave. His mom is making Cafe Rio–style sweet pork for their extended family. She’s been working on it all day.

A little later, Dick and I go into the dining room. There are a ton of people there: friends, extended family, siblings. I stand beside Dick, nervous to meet everyone.

Before we get food, his mom looks at me and says, “Mayci, can you give the opening prayer?” I know she knows Dick and I were fooling around and that this is her way of telling me. I hardly know his family. Her husband or son should give the opening prayer, not a guest. It catches me off guard. I stumble through the whole prayer, mortified. It’s so embarrassing.
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