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  Foreword

  
  







This book is dedicated to Chester Bennington, lead singer of one of my favorite music groups Linkin Park and one of my favorite actors Robin Williams. We are all dealing with and going through battles in our lives.




I write these books to share with the world that we all go through things in our lives. We need to be there for each other more. We are given signs from those closer to us, it’s just a matter of whether we listen or not. It’s not always about understanding each other, but just being there for each other.
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The cameras were flashing everywhere as I made my way to the courthouse,

There was nothing but the noise of reporters trying to get me to talk.

I was buried in a jacket over my head to protect my face,

As the prosecutors and my parents led me into the courthouse.

Getting through security was the part where it would take a bit,

As photographers were trying to get any sort of photo of me for their newspapers.

It was the scariest day of my life beyond dealing with the rape,

As I am about to find out these little boy’s fates and how long they are going away for.

My stomach was churning as I was starting to feel really sick,

I knew I had to get to the bathroom as soon as possible and my mom knew it.

There was an aura of uncertainty that engulfed the courthouse that day,

As security was everywhere because of the vitriol people have spewed at me.

I’m still the hoe that ratted on athletes and ruined their lives and careers,

Meanwhile I’m still the victim, this happened to, “me,” not them.

It seems like no one truly gets that and that’s the societal standards thrown as us,

And we as women have to deal with the card dealt to us, which is a load of shit.

This trial has taken a toll on my mind, body and soul and I’ve been depressed,

I’m still dealing with these PTSD episodes as this medication is making me nuts.

I ran to the bathroom after getting through security as I felt myself getting sick,

Making my way into the bathroom, running into the stall as the vomit came up.

Releasing it all into the toilet as I’m on my knees crying tears,

Looking up and asking why me, why am I going through all of this.

My mom rushes into the bathroom and calls my name asking me if I’m okay,

I told her I just vomited my breakfast up and it was a combination of bacon and eggs.

Even though I felt somewhat better, my stomach was still in knots because of my nerves,

As I splashed water on my face to wake myself up and get it together.

I haven’t slept in who knows how long so I just spent my night wide awake,

Mulling and thinking about what’s coming with the ending of this trial.

Granted the jury have found them all guilty, that was an emotional day,

As there were so many tears of joy for me and I even felt it emotionally.

So many hugs going around as tears poured down my face that day,

I knew that, that was half of the battle and I’d have to come in here one more time.

Which is today, the last time I will ever have to be in here hopefully,

I don’t want to have to experience this ever again and I wish this on no one.

Granted I feel for their families and the emotional toll it’s taken on them,

But I will have my day in court today and get to look at everyone in their eyes.

I will get to see the emotion on people’s faces as I give my speech to the judge,

There will be all eyes and lights on me as I emotionally express that night all over again.

After getting myself together and managing to walk out of the bathroom,

I walked into the courtroom as the little boys were brought in through the side door.

Sometimes I wish I had a woman judge for my case as she might of been more harsh,

But I shouldn’t be too judgmental of this judge as he’s been amazing with the court proceedings.

Order came and the judge walked into the courtroom and started with the sentencing,

Everyone had their opportunity to go before the judge and speak to him and those criminals.

Emotions were full of highs and lows as there was a lot of rage and anger coming from my dad,

The biggest aspect he made clear was he knew their parents didn’t teach them to disrespect women.

When my dad said that, the parents of these boys nodded their heads in agreement,

They were in tears of sorrow as they felt so bad for what I dealt with and went through.

While their families were about to lose them to prison terms, they knew I deserved justice,

They knew I had to have my day in court and the evidence showed everything that happened.

The condoms left at the scene, the semen, the penetration of their dicks in my vagina,

The rape kit that was done on me at the hospital, the testimony by doctors and people at the party.

It was all so emotional as there were times where I zoned out just to escape for a while,

My body would be in the courtroom, I’d be internally crying, and my mind on a tropical island.

I went through so much with this trial, I’m just so thankful that today is the end,

Just have to make it through today and it’ll be all over, or so I hope.

Then came the time for all of the parents of the defendants to speak to everyone in the courtroom,

There was such a silence in the courtroom, you can hear a pin drop as I waited to hear them speak.

The parents weren’t too much in favor of having their children get lighter sentences,

They understood my plight, my battles and everything that I’ve been through with this trial.

Tears came streaming down my face as they wanted to hug and comfort me through it all,

But I just wasn’t ready for them to give me that empathy, not right now while I’m grieving.

Each defendant got their opportunity to talk to the courtroom and there was anticipation,

I wanted answers as to why they did this to me, that’s what I was hoping for.

Two of them broke down and cried but I wondered if those were tears of being sorrowful,

Or the fact that they were caught, put on trial and now found guilty.

Do they realize the impact this had on me as they were after satisfying their hormones,

They thought this was just a night of fun and that this wouldn’t get to this magnitude.

Where there was media in their faces as they come into the courtroom every single day,

Meanwhile I suffered the most because I had to be out in public and people were shaming me.

They were locked away in a prison awaiting trial but I’m quite sure their families caught heat,

No one knew all of this was coming, I never envisioned or imagined it would happen this way.

After all of the statements made by my family, their families and friends, it was my turn,

The nerves were at an all-time high but I knew I had to emote all that was inside of my chest.

I was forced to hold all of this in during the whole trial as I could only testify what happened,

Now it was my time to shine and the moment was all mine, the victim gets her moment.

I started out by saying that they’ve ruined a crucial part of my life,

As I suffer from PTSD, depression and trying to keep myself together on a daily basis.

I told them that touching me all over has me in doubt of who I am anymore,

That I scrub my skin harder each time I take a shower and want to claw my skin off of me.

It is not okay to sexually harass and abuse a woman because of what she wears,

And that they picked the wrong woman to do this to as I had every intention to report them.

I don’t know if they’ve done this before and the women were too ashamed to tell the police,

But now they’re reaping what they sow and I want to know why they did this to me.

The humiliation that I have been dealing with from the moment I screamed in that frat house,

All the way to this exact moment of me speaking before hundreds of people, I’m emotionally torn.

Everyday has been a battle between wanting to live or completely die as my soul left me,

I don’t wear any of the nice clothes I have in my closet as I hide in sweats all of the time.

No, I will never forgive them for what they did to me that night in that room,

Flashbacks occur on a daily basis as this will be a lifetime of healing because of one night.

Hugging my dad is a battle because he’s a man and I have a hard time showing him love,

All because of the depraved boys you are for emotionally tearing me apart into pieces.

I’m piecing my heart together, trying to get comfort in my own body all over again,

And fighting to find my soul back so I can be the happy woman I once was.

Everyone in this town still loves and adores you and doesn’t believe me,

You were the fantasy and folklore of heroes that people encompass you as because of sports.

This city/town is about nothing but football and you are the moneymakers to this school,

The boosters of this college and even the staff don’t believe you’re capable of this act.

I’ve finally learned that anyone is capable of anything at anytime,

So yes all four of you are capable of rape, torture and emotionally ruining someone.

Sex is supposed to be an act that both people should enjoy and have fun with,

Now I question my own sexuality and comfort level of letting another man touch my body.

My smile has dissipated from my face but now it’s starting to come back,

All because I know that you all are going away to prison to think about what you’ve done to me.

No, this event and horrible night will not defeat me, I will not let it at all,

This will only make me stronger as a person and as a woman.

I will not let the flashbacks of that night defeat me, I will need therapy,

And I know your parents did not tell you that it is okay to rape a woman.

Tears were flowing from my face as I looked at the judge and said to him,

I’m not sure how you deal with rape cases and how he feels about them at all.

I pleaded with him to send them to prison for as long as he can by law,

I let him know that they need to understand and learn that it is not okay to do this.

Knowing that they’ve probably done this before and I’m quite sure I wasn’t the first victim,

Your sick, depraved, hormone filled minds now have to face reality for your actions.

The rape culture is a disgrace in this country and I will fight to have that changed,

There will be discussions about this more and I will put you four in the spotlight of it too.

The media will not report whatever the hell they want anymore making you look innocent,

I will put my all into making sure that men respect women the way they deserve to be.

A woman carried you four in their bodies for 9 months, and gave you life,

They raised you to be respectful men of society and not sexually crazed deviants.

You let alcohol, a moment of bad judgment be the excuse for your hormonally raged act,

But I want you all to remember me and what you’ve done and never forget who I am.

Who knows what will come of your lives from this point on, but there’s one thing I know,

Any woman that you date after you leave the prison walls you will be in, it will be hard.

It will be hard because I will make sure your names are spoken out of my mouth daily,

My goal is to become a woman who speaks on this issue itself and I will empower women.

The shame of a woman going to the police to speak of the heinous act done to them,

That will stop and relationships between victims and police will have to change also.

While most police officers are men in today’s society, I hope this will change in the future,

Women who are victims of domestic violence and rape need female police officers.

Not saying that a male police officer wouldn’t be fit for the cases that arise,

But a female police officer is more empathetic and they’re more understanding.

The male officers who investigated this case, I appreciate you in so many ways,

You did incredible work and did it diligently and it means the world to me and my family.

I hope that this case never goes away and that life will just go on after today,

This is a case that I hope will always be remembered in people’s minds.

After my tearful plea and looking into these men’s devious eyes,

There was not a person in that courtroom that didn’t feel emotion with what was said.

There were a lot of tears coming down people’s face as the judge was moved by my speech,

And then came the time for the judge to give his sentence for each of them.

While one of them was a police officer’s son, he was the one I was concerned about the most,

As he was the worst one out of all of them the night I was raped by all of them.

The judge said that they were a disgrace and disappointment to society and the world,

And that their sexually crazed act is not acceptable in any way shape or form.

He said he will never understand the mindset of a man who would do harm to a woman,

They made their decision to take away something that was sacred to me which was my body.

Alcohol is not an excuse to commit an act like this and being drunk doesn’t excuse it either,

They were cognizant with what they were doing as they were able to stimulate themselves.

They were able to get their limp dicks into an erect position to penetrate my vaginal walls,

As I screamed in agony that they were hurting me as they were holding me down taking turns.

With that said, he is sentencing each of them to 15 years in prison for their crimes,

While they all participated equally in this act, no one is immune from getting less time in prison.

The emotion that I felt was a sigh of relief that none of them got off any easier than the other,

That they ruined their own lives and all had potential in the future for great things.

The judge banged his gavel and court was adjourned, there was a weight lifted off of me,

As all four of them were escorted out of the courtroom into their life behind prison walls.

We managed to leave through the back of the courthouse with no press around,

As my parents and I got into the car into an uncertainty of the future.

I knew it was going to be an uphill climb as I was strong in the courtroom,

Knowing that there would be days where being strong won’t always be the case.

As we pull up to the driveway and get ready to get out of the car,

We saw that someone spray painted “whore” on the side of my house, it was going to be a long battle ahead.
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I’m an emotional wreck right now as I think about my wife,

The memories of everything I had are coming back into my mind.

Tears are flowing from my face right now on this cool, brisk fall morning,

She came into my dream last night as she spoke to me for a while.

Now I sit here in this park full of guilt of all I’ve done to her,

People are walking past me wondering why I’m randomly crying.

Some people would stop by and ask if I’m okay and I would just lie,

They would feel bad and give me money out of sympathy.

That adds onto the guilt of me taking people’s money because I’m crying,

But it’s another day I’d be able to survive in this cold world of homelessness.

A man walked past me in the park as he came with some breakfast,

I was so thankful as it was more than I could eat but was very appreciative.

He asked me about my life and how I ended up in the situation I’m in,

It was hard to express myself as I didn’t know this man at all.

Wondering why he wanted to know about my life, I’m a random stranger,

Maybe he actually did care for me and it was time I opened up about myself.

Some people want to know about your life but don’t truly help you,

But the look
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