Sexual Assault
By Diane Wasden

I don’t know where I’m going,
but I sure as hell know where I’ve been.
In this grand game… this thing called…LIFE!!
I’ve learned the hard way, that the odds are set up to work against you!!

From that moment you take your first breath of life.
It’s already been decided by your DNA, that you are born a top of the world PREDATOR or born HUMAN PREY.
But make no mistake of the two there is no winner,
because both will make you feel like a sinner.

Joining the Army was my biggest dream come true,
the hardest thing I ever done was leaving behind you!
But once my mind and goal were set, I needed to follow it through,
you the love of my life still had to finish high school.

Sometimes the cards fall and things don’t end up like they should.
If I could change it all and start all over I would,
but you can’t do a re-do with father time.
the hands on the clock keep on ticking and time keeps passing you by.

That moment…that one moment that he touched me all time cease to stop for me,
my eyes wide open I could no longer see.
The attack came out of nowhere…tic-toc it all left me in shock!!!
Was this really happening or is it a bad dream?
Nothing comes out of my mouth when I start to scream.

The minutes that passed seemed like hours,
the rank card was pulled…he had all the power.
He took away my dignity, my trust and so much more.
My legs felt so wobbly I could barely stand up on the floor.

What a price that was paid my body went limp,
The tears kept on falling and I kept biting my lip.
He tried to kiss me…I turned my head,
this made him so angry and ohhhh the words that were said!!!

He told me he wasn’t having it and that I’d better think twice,
If I knew what was good for me I’d better be nice…this was gonna happen…how it all went down…depended on me!!!
There was no way that this man was gonna let me be.

He took all that he wanted, it finally came to an end,
I had to act like nothing happened.  I had to pretend
the threats that were made, I was left on my own,
I was left with no voice, no choice, I couldn’t tell a soul.

The monster’s awake and now lives inside,
It doesn’t matter how many tears that I cry.  I see it every time I look into the mirror,
the look on my face shows nothing but total fear!

Pandora’s box is now left open on the floor,
I can hear his footsteps on the other side of the bedroom door.
My demons come out as night time falls,
there is no one there to answer my screams or my calls.

The shadows slowly creep all over the place,
I pull up the blanket to cover my face.
Every day’s a struggle just to survive,
but one might question, am I better off dead or alive?
