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When we were fifteen, we started sneaking boys in to eat ice cream and watch 

movies with us. By the time we were sixteen, the ice cream and movies took a 

backseat to the boys. Now, at seventeen, we don't even bother leaving our 

respective bedrooms until after the boys go home. 

 

Page 9  

He's been here less than three minutes and he's already got his hand up my shirt. 

I think it's safe to say he's not here for my stimulating conversation. His lips move 

from my mouth in favor of my neck, so I use the moment of respite to inhale 

deeply and try again to feel something. 

Anything. 

I fix my eyes on the plastic glow-in-the-dark stars adhered to the ceiling above my 

bed, vaguely aware of the lips that have inched their way to my chest. There are 

seventy-six of them. Stars, that is. I know this because for the last few weeks I've 

had ample time to count them while I've been in this same predicament. Me, 

lying unnoticeably unresponsive, while Grayson explores my face and neck, and 

sometimes my chest, with his curious, overexcited lips. 

Why, if I'm not into this, do I let him do it? 

I've never had any emotional connection to the guys I make out with. Or rather, 

the guys that make out with me. It's unfortunately mostly one-sided. 
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For a while she suspected I might be gay. After a very brief and awkward "theorytesting" 

kiss between us when we were sixteen, we both concluded that wasn't 

the case. It's not that I don't enjoy making out with guys. I do enjoy it- otherwise, I 

wouldn't do it. I just don't enjoy it for the same reasons as other girls. 

…Grayson's hands have ventured further than I've allowed them to in the past 

and I quickly become aware of the fact that he has unbuttoned my jeans and his 

fingers are working their way around the cotton edge of my panties. 

 

Page 11  

Did I mention I'm immune to his panty-dropping grin? 

"How much longer are you gonna keep this up?" He slides his hand over my 

stomach and inches his fingertips into my jeans again. 

…I’ve never had sex with any of the boys I've made out with, including the 

currently pouting Grayson. I'm aware that my lack of sexual response would 

probably make it easier on an emotional level to have sex with random people. 

However, I'm also aware that it might be the very reason I shouldn't have sex. I 

know that once I cross that line, the rumors about me will no longer be rumors. 



They'll be fact. The last thing I want is for the things people say about me to be 

validated. I guess I can chalk my almost eighteen years of virginity up to sheer 

stubbornness. 

For the first time in the ten minutes he's been here, I notice the smell of alcohol 

reeking from him. "You're drunk." I push against his chest. "I told you not to come 

over here drunk again." He rolls off me and I stand up and button my pants and 

pull my shirt back into place. I'm relieved he's drunk. I'm beyond ready for him to 

leave. 

He sits up on the edge of the bed and grabs my waist, pulling me toward him. He 

wraps his arms around me and rests his head against my stomach. "I'm sorry," he 

says. "It's just that I want you so bad I don't think I can take coming over here 

again if you don't let me have you." He lowers his hands and cups my butt, then 

presses his lips against the area of skin where my shirt meets my jeans. 
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I have a feeling if he smiles at me like Grayson tries to smile at me, my panties will 

be on the ground in record time. 
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The guys that, all they have to do is flash a crooked smile or a dimple and ask a girl 

her name and she melts until she's on her knees in front of him? The guys who 

spend their Saturday nights climbing through windows? 
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Like the hand that just planted itself on my outer thigh and is working its way up 

to my waist. He slides his hand under my T-shirt until his fingers barely graze the 

edge of my pants, and he leaves his hand there, slowly moving his thumb back 

and forth across my stomach. 

…When he reaches my ear again, he doesn't speak this time. Instead, he kisses it 

and there isn't a nerve ending in my body that doesn’t feel it. From my head all 

the way down to my toes, my entire body is screaming for his mouth. 

I place my hand on his neck and when I do, chills break out on his skin. 

Apparently, that one simple move momentarily melts his resolve and for a 

second, his tongue meets my neck. I moan and the sound completely sends him 

into a frenzy. 

He moves his hand from my waist to the side of my head and he pulls my neck 

against his mouth, holding nothing back. 

…He kisses and licks and teases every inch of my neck, only gasping for air when 

it's absolutely necessary. As soon as I see the stars above my head, there isn't 

even enough time to count one of them before my eyes roll back in m y head and 

I'm holding back sounds that I'm too embarrassed to utter. 



He moves his lips farther from my neck and closer to my chest. If we didn't have 

such a limited supply of firsts, I'd tear my shirt off and make him keep going. 

Instead, he doesn't even give me this option. He kisses his way back up my neck, 

up my chin, and trails soft kisses around my entire mouth, careful not to once 

touch my lips. My eyes are closed, but I can feel his breath against my mouth, and 

in know he's struggling not to kiss me. I open my eyes and look at him and he's staring 

at my lips again. 

…I don't know what it is about him staring at my lips like he is, but it's definitely 

the hottest thing about this whole situation right now. I do something I probably 

shouldn't do. I lick them. Slowly. 

He groans again and presses his forehead to mine. His arm gives way beneath him 

and he drops his weight on me, pressing himself against me. Everywhere. All of 

him. We moan simultaneously once our bodies find that perfect connection, and 

suddenly it's game on. I'm tearing off his shirt and he's on his knees, helping me 

pull it over his head. After it's completely off, I wrap my legs around his waist and 

lock him against me, because there could be nothing more detrimental than if he 

were to pull away right now. 

He brings his forehead back to mine and our bodies reunite and fuse together like 

the last two pieces of a puzzle. He's slowly rocking against me and every time he 

does it, his lips come closer and closer, until they brush lightly against mine. He 

doesn't close the gap between our mouths, even though I absolutely need him to. 

Our lips are simply resting together, not kissing. Every time he moves against me, 

he lets out a breath that seeps into my mouth and I try to take them all in, 

because it feels like I need them if I want to survive this moment. 

We remain in this rhythm for several minutes, neither of us wanting to be the first 

to initiate the kiss. It's obvious we both want to, but it's also obvious that I may 

have just met my match when it comes to stubbornness. 

He holds the side of my head in place and keeps his forehead pressed against 

mine, but pulls his lips back far enough so he can lick them. When he lets them 

fall back into place, the wetness of his lips sliding against mine drags me completely 

under, and I doubt I'll ever be able to come up for air. 

He shifts his weight, and I don't know what happens when he does this, but 

somehow it causes my head to roll back and the words, "Oh, God," to come out of 

my mouth. I didn't mean to pull away from his mouth when I tilted head back, 

because I really liked it being there, but I like where I'm going even more. I wrap 

my arms around his back and tuck my head against his neck for some semblance 

of stability, because it feels like the entire earth has been shifted off its axis and 

Holder is the core. 

…I try to calm my breaths and minimize the sounds escaping my lips, but I've lost 

any form of self-control. It's obvious my body is enjoying this nonkissing friction a 

little too much and I can’t find it in me to stop. 



…He continues kissing my neck and moving his body against mine in a way that 

boys have done to me before, but this time it's different. 

…He pulls back and looks down into my eye, still barely moving his body against 

mine. 

…"...I need to watch you and in need to hear you because the fact that I know 

you're actually feeling this right now is so fucking amazing. You feel incredible and 

this feels incredible and please. Just…please." 

He lowers his mouth to mine and gives me the softest peck imaginable. It's 

enough to preview of what his real kiss will feel like and just the thought of it 

makes me shudder. He stops moving against me and pushes himself up on his 

hands, waiting for me to decide. 

…"Thank you," he breathes, gently easing himself onto me again, recreating the 

connection between us. He kisses the edge of my mouth several times, trailing 

close to my lips and down my chin and across my neck. The faster he breathes, 

the faster I breathe. The faster I breathe, the faster he plants kisses all over my 

neck. The faster he plants kisses all over my neck, the faster we move together creating a 

tantalizing rhythm between us that, according to my pulse, isn't going 

to last much longer. 

I dig my heels into the bed and my nails into his back. He stops kissing my neck 

and down at me with heated eyes, watching me. He focuses on my mouth again, 

and as much as I want to watch him stare at me like he does, I can't keep my eyes 

open. They close involuntarily as soon as the first wave of chills washes over my 

body like a warning shot of what's about to come. 

…As hard as it is to do in the moment, I keep my eyes locked on his as I drop my 

arms, clench the sheets with both fists and thank Karma for bringing this hopeless boy 

into my life. 

…I begin to shudder beneath him and he never once breaks our stare. I can no 

longer keep my eyes open no matter how hard I try, so I let them fall shut. I feel 

his lips slide delicately back to mine, but he still doesn't kiss me. Our mouths are 

stubbornly resting together as he holds his rhythm, allowing the last of my moans 

and a rush of my breaths and maybe even part of my heart to slip out of me and 

into him. I slowly and blissfully slide back down to earth and he eventually holds 

still, allowing me to recover from an experience that he somehow made not at all 

embarrassing for me. 

When I'm completely spent and emotionally drained and my whole body is 

shaking, he continues to kiss my neck and shoulders and everywhere else in the 

vicinity of the one place I want kissed the most- my mouth. 
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His mouth collides with mine and for this moment, he really is all I need. 

He's propped up on his hands and knees, kissing me fiercely, but I need him to 



drop himself on top of me. My hands are still locked above my head and my 

mouth is useless to form words when he's teasing it like he is. The only thing I can 

do is lift my foot up and kick his knee out from under him, so that's what I do. 

The second his body falls against mine, I gasp. Loudly. I hadn't taken into 

consideration that when I lifted my leg, it would also push the hem of my dress 

up. Way up. Couple that with the hard denim of his jeans and you have a pretty 

gasp-worthy combination. 

"Holy shit, Sky," he says between breathless moments of completely ravishing my 

mouth with his. He's winded already and we haven't even been at it more than a 

minute. "God, you feel incredible. Thank you for wearing this dress." He's kissing 

me, sporadically muttering into my mouth. "I really…" He kisses my mouth, then 

runs his lips down my chin and halfway down my neck. "I really like it. Your dress." 

He's breathing so heavily now, I can barely make out the mumbling coming from 

him. 

He scoots slightly farther down on the bed until his lips are kissing the base of my 

throat. I tilt my head back to give him plenty of access, because his lips are more 

than welcome anywhere on me right now. He releases his grip on my hands so he 

can lower his mouth closer to my chest. One of his hands drops to my thigh, and 

he slowly runs it upward, pushing away what's left of the dress covering my legs. 

When he reaches the top of my thigh, he stills his hand and squeezes tightly, as if 

he's silently demanding his fingers not venture any further. 

I twist my body beneath his, hoping he'll get the hint that I'm attempting to direct 

his hand to keep going wherever it wants to go. I don't want him to second-guess 

himself or think for a second that I'm hesitant to go any further. I just want him to 

do whatever it is he wants to do, because I need him to. I need him to conquer as 

many firsts as he can tonight, because I'm suddenly feeling greedy and I want us 

to pass them all. 

He takes my physical cues and inches his hand closer to my inner thigh. The 

anticipation of him touching me alone is enough to cause every muscle from the 

waist down to clench. His lips have finally made their way past the base of my 

throat and down to the rise of my chest. I feel like the next step is for him to 

remove the dress completely so he can get to what's underneath it, but that 

would require his other hand, and I really like it where it is. I'd like it a little more if it 

were a few inches further, but I absolutely don't want it further away. 

I bring my hands to his face and force him to kiss me harder, then drop my hands 

to his back. 

…I reach around to his stomach and pull his shirt up over his head, but I don't 

realize that when I do, it also causes him to move his hand off my thigh. I may 

have whimpered a little, because he grins and kisses the corner of my mouth. 

…He never looks away and he keeps his locked on mine, even when he dips his 

head to plant kisses around the edges of my lips. 



..."Holder," I breathe. He slides his hands up my waist and moves closer to me. 

His mouth reaches my lips and he slips his tongue inside. It's sweet and warm and 

I know it hasn't been very long since I last tasted it, but I've missed it. 

…"Holder," I mumble, pulling away. I bring my hand to his cheek. "I want to. 

Tonight. Right now." 

…"This isn't me saying yes, Holder. This is me saying please." 

With that, his lips crashed to mine and he groans. Hearing that sound come from 

deep within his chest further solidifies my decision. I need him and I need him 

now. 

"We're really doing this?" he says into my mouth, still kissing me frantically. 

"Yes. We're really doing this. I've never been more positive of anything in my life." 

His hand slides up my thigh and he slips his hand between my hip and my panties, 

then begins to slide them down. 

"I just need you to promise me one thing first," I say. 

He kisses me softly, then pulls his hand away from my underwear (dammit) and 

nods. "Anything." 

I grab his hand and put it right back where it was on my hip. "I want to do this, but 

only if you promise we'll break the record for the best first time in the history of 

first times." 

He grins down at me. "When it's you and me, Sky…it'll never be anything less." 

He snakes his arm underneath my back and pulls me up with him. His hands move 

to my arms and he hooks his fingers underneath the thin straps of my dress, 

sliding them off my shoulders. I close my eyes tightly and press my cheek to his, 

fisting my hands in his hair. I can feel his breath meet my shoulder before his lips 

do. He barely kisses it, but it's as if he touches and ignites every part of me from 

the inside out with that one kiss. 

"I'm taking it off," he says. 

My eyes are still closed and I'm not sure if he's telling me or asking my permission to 

remove the dress, but I nod anyway. He lifts my dress up and over my head— 

my bare skin prickling beneath his touch. He gently lays me back against my pillow 

and I open my eyes, looking up at him, admiring just how incredibly beautiful he 

really is. After regarding me intensely for several seconds, he drops his gaze to his 

hand that's curved around my waist. 

He slowly moves his eyes up and down my body. "Holy shit, Sky." He runs his hand 

over my stomach, then leans down and kisses it softly. "You're incredible." 

I've never been this exposed in front of someone before, but the way he's 

admiring me only makes me want to be this exposed. He slides his hand up to my 

bra and grazes his thumb just underneath it—causing my lips to part and my eyes 

to close again. 

Oh, my God, I want him. Really, really bad. 

I grab his face and pull it to mine, locking my legs around his hips. He groans and 



slips his hand away from my bra and down to my waist again. He slides my panties 

down my thighs, forcing me to unlock my legs and let him take them off 

completely. My bra is quick to follow and once all of my clothes have been 

removed, he scoots his legs off the bed and halfway stands up, leaning over me. 

I've still got hold of his face and we're still frantically kissing while he removes his 

pants, then climbs back onto the bed with me, lowering himself on top of me. 

We're skin to skin now for the first time, so close that air couldn't even pass 

between us, yet it still feels like we aren't near close enough. He reaches across 

the mattress and his hand fumbles over the nightstand. He removes a condom 

from the drawer, then lays it down on the bed, lowering himself on top of me 

again. The hardness and weight of him forces my legs farther apart. I wince when I 

realize the anticipation in my stomach is suddenly turning into dread. 

And nausea. 

And fear. 

My heart is racing and my breaths begin to come in short gasps. Tears sting at my 

eyes as his hand moves around beside us on the bed, searching for the condom. 

He finds it and I hear him open it, but I'm squeezing my eyes shut. I can feel him 

pull back and lift up onto his knees. I know he's putting it on and I know what 

comes next. I know how it feels and I know how much it hurts and I know how it'll 

make me cry when it's over. 

But how do I know? How do I know I’ve never done this before? 

My lips begin to tremble when he positions himself between my legs again. I try 

to think of something to take away the fear, so I visualize the sky and the stars 

and how beautiful it all is, attempting to ease my panic. If I remind myself that the 

sky is beautiful no matter what, I can think about that and forget how ugly this is. I 

don't want to open my eyes, so I just count silently inside my head. I visualize the 

stars above my bed and I start from the bottom of the cluster, working my way 

up. 

…I want him to be done already. I just want him off me. 
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Daddy also says that mommy would be sad if I stopped taking his presents 

because she's not here to take his presents anymore. 

…Then when my daddy finally stops making me thank him, he pulls my nightgown 

back down and whispers, "Goodnight, Princess." 

…I hate getting presents. 
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He walks back to the bed and sinks to his knees on the floor in front of me, 

bringing himself to my eye level. He grabs my waist and scoots me to the edge of 

the bed, then slides his hands behind my knees and wraps my legs around him. He 



pulls my shirt over my head, never once looking away from my eyes. When my 

shirt is off, he pulls his own shirt off. He wraps his arms around me and stands up, 

picking me up with him and walking to the side of the bed. He lays me down 

gently and lowers himself on top of me, then places his palms against the 

mattress on either side of my head, looking down at me with uncertainty. 

…He lifts up onto his knees and reaches to his wallet on the nightstand. He takes a 

condom out, then removes his pants, never once taking his eyes off mine. 

…Holder's fingers grasp the button on my jeans and he unbuttons them, then 

slides them off me. 

…He lowers his lips to mine and kisses me while he removes my bra and 

underwear. I'm glad he's kissing me, because it gives me an excuse to close my 

eyes. I don't like the way he's looking at me…like he wishes he were anywhere 

else right now than here with me. I keep my eyes closed when his lips separate 

from mine in order for him to put on the condom. When he's back on top of me, I 

pull him against me, wanting him to do this before he changes his mind. 

…He positions himself against me, kisses me on the side of the head, then slowly 

enters me. 

I don't make a sound, despite the pain. 

I don't even breathe, despite my need for air. 

…I'm successfully able to keep myself separated from what he's doing until he 

abruptly stills himself on top of me, his head still buried tightly against my neck. 

He's breathing heavily and, after a moment, he sighs and separates himself from 

me completely. 
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"I want to make love to you, Sky. And I think you want it, too…"" 

…"…When I'm kissing you, I'm kissing you because you have the most incredible 

mouth I've ever seen and you know I can't not kiss it. And when I make love to 

you- I'm doing exactly that. I'm making love to you because I'm in love with you…" 

…I respond by completely dissolving into him, allowing his lips to follow his, my 

hands to intertwine with his, my rhythm to match his. 

…The entire time he's touching me, exploring me with his hands and his lips and 

his eyes, he continues to tell me over and over how much he loves me. And for 

once, I remain completely in the moment, wanting to feel every single thing he's 

doing and saying to me. When he finally tosses the wrapper aside and readies 

himself against me, he looks down at me and smiles, then strokes the side of my 

face with his fingertips. 

…He immediately covers my mouth with his and the familiar, sweet mixture of 

him seeps into my mouth at the same moment he pushes inside me, filling me 

with so much more than just himself. 

…I grasp his shoulders and move with him, feeling everything. 
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I kiss the side of his head, my hands gripping his neck. Each time my lips touch 

him, he holds me just a little bit tighter. His mouth grazes my shoulder and soon 

we're both attempting to kiss away every ounce of the heartache that neither one 

of us deserves. His lips become adamant as he kisses my neck harder and faster, 

desperately trying to find an escape. He pulls back and looks into my eyes, his 

shoulders rising and falling with every breath he's struggling to find. 

In one swift movement, he crashes his lips to mine with an intense urgency, 

gripping my hair and my back with his trembling hands. He pushes my back 

against the shower wall as he slides his hands down behind my thighs. I can feel 

the despair pouring out of him as he lifts me up and wraps my legs around his 

waist. 

…I wrap my arms around his neck, pulling him against me, allowing him to 

consume me for a break from his heartache. I let him, because I need a break just 

as badly as he does right now. I want to forget about everything else. 

…With his body pressing me into the wall of the shower, he uses his hands to grip 

the sides of my face, holding me still as our mouths anxiously search each other's 

for any semblance of relief from our reality. I'm grasping his upper back with my 

arms as his mouth moves frenziedly down my neck. 

"Tell me this is okay," he says breathlessly against my skin. He lifts his face back to 

mine, nervously searching my eyes as he speaks. "Tell me it's okay to want to be 

inside you right now . . . because after everything we've been through today, it 

feels wrong to need you like I do."  

I grip his hair and pull him closer, covering his mouth with mine, kissing him with 

such conviction that my words aren't even needed. He groans and separates me 

from the shower wall, then walks out of the bathroom to the bed with me still 

wrapped around him. He's not being gentle at all with the way he rips off the last 

two items of clothing between us and ravishes my mouth with his, but I honestly 

don't know if my heart could take gentle right now. 

He's standing at the edge of the bed leaning over me, his mouth meshed to mine. 

He breaks apart momentarily to put on a condom, then he grabs my waist and 

pulls me to the edge of the bed with him. He lifts my leg behind the knee and 

brings it up to his side, then slides his hand underneath my arm and grips my 

shoulder. The moment his eyes fall back to mine, he pushes himself into me 

without hesitation. I gasp from the sudden force of him, shocked by the intense 

pleasure that takes over the momentary flash of pain. I wrap my arms around him 

and move with him as he grips my leg tighter, then covers my mouth with his. I 

close my eyes and let my head sink deeper into the mattress as we use our love to 

temporarily ease the anguish. 

His hands move to my waist and he pulls me against him, digging his fingers 



deeper into my hips with each frantic, rhythmic movement against me. I grab hold 

of his arms and relax my body, allowing him to guide me in whatever way can 

help him right now. His mouth breaks away and he opens his eyes at the same 

time open mine. 

…He continues looking at me, but he turns his head and kisses the inside of my 

palm, then drops himself on top of me, stopping suddenly. 

We're both panting for air and I can feel him inside me, still needing me. He keeps 

his eyes locked with mine as he slides his arms underneath my back and pulls me 

to him, lifting us both up. We never separate as he turns us around and slides 

himself down to the floor with his back against the bed, me straddling his lap. He 

slowly pulls me in for a kiss. A gentle kiss this time. 

The way he's holding me against him protectively now, trailing kisses along my 

lips and jaw—it's almost as if he's a different Holder than the one I had just thirty 

seconds ago, yet still wholly passionate. One minute he's frantic and heated . . . 

the next minute he's gentle and coaxing. I'm beginning to appreciate and love the 

unexpectedness in him. 

I can feel him wanting me to take control now, but I'm nervous. I'm not sure that I 

even know how. He senses my unease and he moves his hands to my waist, 

slowly guiding me, barely moving me on top of him. He's watching me earnestly, making 

sure I'm still here with him. 

…He brings one of his hands to my face, still guiding me with his other hand on my 

waist. "You know how I feel about you," he says. "You know how much I love you. 

You know I would do whatever I could to take away your pain, right?" 

I nod, because I do know. And looking into his eyes right now, seeing the raw 

honesty in them, I know he's felt this way about me long before this moment. 

"I need that from you so fucking bad right now, Sky. I need to know you love me 

like that." 

Everything about him, from his voice to the look on his face, becomes tortured. I 

would do whatever it took to take that away from him. I lace our fingers together 

and cover both bur hearts with our hands, working up the courage to show him 

how incredibly much I love him. I stare him straight in the eyes as I lift up slightly, 

then slowly lower myself back down on top of him. 

He groans heavily, then closes his eyes and leans his head back, letting it fall 

against the mattress behind him. 

"Open your eyes," I whisper. "I want you to watch me." He raises his head, looking 

at me through hooded eyes. I continue to slowly take control, wanting nothing 

more than for him to hear and feel and see just how much he means to me. Being 

in control is a completely different sensation, but it's a good one. The way he's 

watching me makes me feel needed like no one's ever been able to make me feel. 

…"Don't look away again," I say, easing myself up. When I lower myself back onto 



him, his head sways slightly from the intensity of the sensation and a moan escapes my 

throat, but he keeps his tortured eyes locked firmly on mine. I'm no 

longer in need of his guidance, and my body becomes a rhythmic reflection of his. 

"The first time you kissed me?" I say. "That moment when your lips touched 

mine? You stole a piece of my heart that night." I continue my rhythm as he 

watches me fervently. The first time you to me you lived me because you weren't 

ready to tell me you loved me yet?" I press my hand harder against his chest and 

move myself in closer to him, wanting him to feel every part of me. "Those words 

stole another piece of my heart." 

He opens his hand that I have pressed over my heart until his palm is flat against 

my skin. I do the same to him. 

…I lower my mouth to his and kiss him softly. He closes his eyes and begins to 

ease his head against the bed again. "Keep them open," I whisper, pulling away 

from his lips. He opens them, regarding me with an intensity that penetrates 

straight to my core. “I want you to keep them open . . . because I need you to 

watch me give you the very last piece of my heart." 

He releases a vast breath and it's almost as if I can see the pain literally escaping 

him. His hands tighten around mine as the look in his eyes instantly changes from 

an intense hopelessness to a fiery need. He begins moving with me as we hold 

each other's gaze. The two of us gradually become one as we silently express with 

our bodies and our hands and our eyes what our words are unable to convey. 

We remain in a connected cadence until the very last moment, when his eyes 

grow heavy. He drops his head back, consumed by the shudders that are taking 

over his release. When his heart rate begins to calm against my palm and he's 

able to connect with my eyes again, he pulls his hands from mine and grips the 

back of my head, kissing me with an unforgiving passion. He leans forward as he 

lowers my back to the floor, trading dominance with me, kissing me with 

Abandon. 
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"...His behavior the previous few months as a result of his alcohol abuse already 

had me scared of him..." 

…"My brother raped me that night. No only did he do it that night, but it 

continued almost every night after that for two solid years." 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

Profanity Count 

Ass 30 

Bitch 6 

Fuck 23 

Goddamn 1 

Piss 11 

Pussy 2 

Shit 26 

 

 


