“I Have A Choice”

by Laura Cooper  


Two years ago I told my girlfriend I forced myself sleep with a guy.  She looked at me like I was crazy and said, “I don’t sleep with anyone I don’t want to.”  How did she know this?  She was years younger than me.


Growing up, everything was my fault, according to my mother.  It wasn’t until I was thirty, I finally got that, a man’s erection, is not my fault, and not my responsibility.  At times, I felt an obligation to have sex.  Even when inside I was screaming “no.” 


At sixteen, I modeled my first sexual relationship after my parents.  We supposedly loved each other, but really we hated each other.  Jack was older than me.  Despite the fact that I found him obnoxious, rude, and thought he was a pig, I made him my boyfriend.  This happened the night I experimented with the love drug known as ecstasy.  It was an unforgettable.  I kissed him and said “I love you”.  And, the next morning we had sex.  It was awful.  I panicked as I heard my mother’s voice in my head say: “You little whore.”  To prove that voice wrong, I stayed with him. For four months. Possibly the worst months of my life. 

We fought, broke up and got back together, over and over again, just like my parents.  Finally, I had enough. I broke up with him for the last time.  Weeks passed and I was depressed and sleeping in the middle of the day when I heard a knock at the door.  It was Jack.  I let him in and he wanted sex. I did not.  I told him to stop and leave me alone, but he kept on.  I began crying but it was a game to him.  He was forceful and finished in about two minutes.  I was still crying as he got up with a smirk on his face and said “you’re a freak,” and left.  He never approached me again.  He was now done.


I took a shower to get the dirty feeling off of me.  It didn’t work. I thought of calling the police but I knew they would never believe I was raped.  On some level, I believed it was my fault.  I made vow.  No one will ever make me feel this bad again.  I closed off my heart without knowing it.  


Though I chose to pretend it never happened, resentment, hate and anger remained for another fifteen years.  It wasn’t until this conversation with my girlfriend, I made a new vow.  My body is sacred and so am I.  I have a choice who I share with and when.  I don’t have to sleep with anyone I don’t want to.  


No matter how much convincing or pressure I feel, that will no longer affect my choices.  I have learned to own myself.  It starts with one choice.  To choose is a gift we have as humans.   I choose to love myself.  I choose to give myself the love and attention I need.

Recently, a Hindu priest said the sweetest thing to me.  “If he’s not a prince, do not waste your time.  You deserve a prince.”  

Wow, Yay-ya! That narrows it down.  Today I feel loved and appreciated.  

My reply to him is, YES, you’re right I deserve a prince.  

Besides, I’ve already kissed a lot of frogs.
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(After the applause, Laura says)

ADDENDUM: One in three women will be sexually assaulted by the time they are18-years-old. You have just heard my story, one of millions. If something similar has happen to you, please talk to someone. You are not alone. What happened to you was not your fault. On the back counter you will find information for (SEXUAL VIOLENCE / RAPE HOTLINE GOES HERE). Please take this information for yourself or pass it along to someone who needs it. Thank you.
