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NORA 

[As a teenager, Nora (22) was raped at gunpoint. She’s currently locked in a bitter 
custody battle for her son with an ex-husband who also abused her.] 

When I was 14, Flynn was everything I could have wanted in a first boyfriend: cute, older 
(he was 17), and as obsessed with me as I was with him. My mom had died the year 
before and my dad has always been super strict, so technically I wasn’t allowed to ‘date’ 
Flynn—but he sweetly drove me home every day after school. We’d hang out on the 
screened-in front porch for the two or three hours before my dad would get home from 
work, sometimes doing homework together but mostly just smoking weed. Flynn was the 
first person I’d ever smoked with. He was the first person to do a lot of things with (and 
to) me. 

Citrus was the name of our Florida high school. It was a pretty lax place as far as high 
schools go. The campus was ‘open,’ meaning that students could basically come and go 
as they pleased. Security was minimal and most of the teachers were oblivious—A LOT of 
drama was always happening among the kids that the administration had no idea about. 
Drugs were rampant, and located as the school was in a tiny, backwoods town, the whole 
environment was ripe for trouble. Kids got bored. They experimented. They played with 
guns. 

My best friend Vanessa lived a block or so away from me. Sometimes Flynn and I went to 
her house to chill. One afternoon, the three of us were getting high and listening to music 
in her bedroom, and Flynn asked if I wanted to try having sex. Shooting a look at 
Vanessa, I said okay because I was scared to say no. I figured that, being older, Flynn had 
already had sex with lots of girls, and that he would leave me if I didn’t give in. Plus, 
everyone was doing it: Vanessa had already lost her virginity, so why not me? 

Vanessa graciously left the room and busied herself around her parents’ house while 
Flynn and I climbed into her bed. We’d only just started making out, no foreplay or 
anything, when Flynn put himself inside me. Even as a virgin I knew you have to ‘warm a 
girl up’ a little, and I tried to stop him. “That hurts,” I told him. “Can we not?” But Flynn just 
kept moving inside me, saying, “You’ll get used to it. Give it a bit.” I started crying and 
begged him to stop, but he continued to completion. 

Almost as soon as Flynn got his pants back on, he left. Vanessa came back in the room a 
little while later. She asked me how it had been. “It hurt, and I asked him to stop,” I 
admitted. She sympathized with me, but the word rape never crossed either of our 
minds. I simply internalized the experience as ‘normal’ sex, thinking Well, now I know 
what sex is like.  
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In retrospect, I realize that I was just another lay to Flynn. He didn’t love me. The 
attention he paid me was the ‘price’ to get in my pants. We never talked about what 
happened, and with every day Flynn became more distant. He stopped acknowledging 
me at school, and didn’t offer me a ride home for a week. To my mind, however, we were 
still ‘dating.’ I was so in love with Flynn that he could do no wrong. I made excuses for his 
behavior, and even wondered if I deserved it. Maybe I was so bad at sex that he couldn’t 
look at me.  

The following week, Flynn told me he’d take home. As usual, we sat on my front porch 
and smoked. He asked me if I wanted to try having sex again. “Not really,” I said. “It hurt 
too much.”  

“Come on,” he pressured me. “The more we do it, the more you’ll like it.” Again, he made 
me feel like our experience had been normal, and that I should want more sex like that. 

“Tomorrow,” I promised, and Flynn backed off. 

The next day, Flynn drove me home. Almost immediately, he told me to lay down on the 
concrete floor of the porch. We started making out, but there was still no foreplay, and 
again he just forced himself in. “This doesn’t feel right,” I said. “It shouldn’t hurt like this. I 
don’t want to do it.” Flynn ignored my pleas initially. When I raised my voice, he raised his 
palm and slapped me across the face. As he came, he called me his “dirty whore.” I hurt 
both physically and emotionally, but still never registered that his treatment wasn’t okay. 

Afterward, we smoked a bowl. I didn’t necessarily want to, but then I wanted to do 
whatever Flynn wanted to do so that he’d stick around. I was love-blind. Love made me 
blind to Flynn’s faults.  

If Flynn had been giving me the cold shoulder at school the week before, he made it 
clear he wanted nothing to do with me now. I’d show up at his locker like, “Hey, what’s 
going on?” and he’d mumble a one-word response or worse, just push past me. A few 
days later he got back together with his ex, a girl he’d dated for a long time. I cried and 
then I moved on with life. There was nothing else to do. 

* 

Several months later, Flynn showed up at my house after school. He didn’t tell me he was 
coming. We hadn’t spoken in all that time. But he knew that every day I sat on the 
screened-in porch without a phone and waited for Dad to come home.  

“What are you doing here?” I asked as soon as he got out of his car. 

“Get undressed,” he replied, inviting himself in through the screen door. 
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“No. You broke up with me. We’re not doing that anymore.” 

Then Flynn pulled a gun out of the waistband of his shorts and repeated his command. 
Obviously, I listened. I got undressed and laid down on the concrete. This time he didn’t 
kiss me or anything—just forced himself inside of me. He kept the gun in his hand 
throughout the act. There was no longer any question that I was being raped, and 
violently. When he finished, he said, “Don’t tell anybody. If you do, I’ll come back and kill 
you. I know you’re here by yourself all the time.” 

I didn't cry. I didn’t feel anything. I was just numb, unable to process what had happened. 

Two days later, summoning all the courage I had, I went to the school resource officer 
and told her my story. She listened to me, then said, “Okay, tomorrow I’ll have a detective 
in here and you can go into full detail with the police.” Leaving her office, I ran into Flynn. 
I’d been trying to avoid him, but there he was. He broke apart the donut he was carrying 
and threw it at me, calling me names and making his friends laugh derisively. 

Sure enough, the next day the cops came to the school. A female police officer 
interviewed me. She had a little handheld recorder and taped the whole thing. She made 
me swear that everything I was saying was true. After I told my side of the story, she 
asked very detailed questions. What were you wearing? What was he wearing? Where 
were his hands? His feet? What did he say? How did he say it? I was unprepared for and 
overwhelmed by her interrogation. At times it felt like the Q&A process was more 
scarring than the rape had been; reliving the event so viscerally re-opened the wound I’d 
barely squeezed closed. I understood that she was just doing her job, but I thought she 
could have been more compassionate. 

The interview was about two hours long. Afterward, the law required that my dad be 
informed. I hadn’t told him about my rape, and I didn’t warn him about the phone call he’d 
receive. His shock manifested first as disbelief, followed by anger. He was mad about a 
lot of things: that I’d kept a secret; that the incident had happened on his property; and 
later, that I’d ‘lied.’ A year after my rape, I overheard him telling someone that he still 
thought I’d made the whole thing up. 

Because a couple days had gone by (and I had showered) between the assault and my 
report, the cops couldn’t do a rape kit. They would have to pin the guilt on Flynn another 
way. A week later, the same lady detective who’d interviewed me at school said, “Here’s 
what we’re gonna do. You're gonna call him, and there’s this thing you put in your ear 
where we can record the conversation, and you're gonna try to get him to admit on the 
phone that he raped you.” We discussed what I would say in order to get Flynn to 
confess without my questions seeming suspicious. Then I called him, nervous but trying 
to stay casual. 
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It worked! Whatever Flynn said was enough for this woman to go and arrest him. At the 
precinct, they gave Flynn a polygraph test, which proved I’d been telling the truth. Even 
so, when it came time for Flynn to appear in court, he basically got away scot-free. All 
told, he spent three months in a jail, plus a year-long probation and restraining order. 
Either Flynn’s family knew the judge … or our justice system is more screwed up than I 
realized. 

I, on the other hand, did not emerge half so unscathed. And it was my own father who 
sentenced me! One day he told me we were headed to the sheriff’s office for rape 
counseling, but then we kept driving into the rural Florida countryside. He finally stopped 
the vehicle outside camp—a camp for ‘at-risk’ teens. The horrible irony was that I’d heard 
of the place, but couldn’t understand why we were there, until one of the staff members 
brought me in and told me I’d be staying there indefinitely. It did no good to scream for 
my dad; he was already gone. 

* 

Sophomore year, I was released back into the public school system and back to my 
father—not that I could look at the man. Our already-strained relationship continued to 
degenerate. Although Flynn’s restraining order was still in effect, there was some 
concern that Flynn’s friends might try to retaliate on his behalf, so I transferred schools. I 
still received the occasional threatening message via text or social media from Citrus 
students who sided with Flynn, saying I’d ruined his life and calling me a liar. Too scared 
to reply, I ignored them. 

Three days after the restraining order expired, I ran into Flynn at Wal-Mart. It was the first 
time I’d seen him since he’d raped me. He started yelling and calling me names, and if 
we hadn’t been in public I hate to think what might have gone down. I applied for a new 
restraining order against him, but the judge denied my application, saying there was no 
proof that my life had ever actually been endangered. Thank God I’ve never seen Flynn 
again. 

At Lecanto High, I had no friends and no support system. I started seeing a therapist, and 
was matched with a mentor through the Big Brothers Big Sisters program, but I was 
quickly swallowed by depression. My doctor put me on an antidepressant called Celexa, 
which helped for a couple years. It did nothing for my newfound anxiety, however, or the 
flashbacks I suffered every time I tried to be intimate with a boyfriend. It took me a long 
time to accept that not every guy wants to hurt me. 

As soon as I graduated high school, I moved out of my dad’s house and into a friend’s 
small apartment. I got a minimum-wage job working at Dollar General. Unable to afford 
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most basic necessities, I lost my health insurance coverage, and with it, access to mood-
stabilizing medication.  

Enter Paul. 

In a world that seemed determined to beat me down, a world that I quite frankly had very 
little interest in being alive to see anymore, Paul was my (admittedly greasy) knight in 
shining armor. He worked at the McDonald’s across the street from Dollar General, a fun 
fact that I found out the day he walked in for some gum. We started spending our breaks 
in the other’s place of employment, then dating, then fucking. Before I knew it, I was 
pregnant. 

Paul and I married in January 2016. We were both 21 years old and neither of us knew 
what we were doing. Working dead-end jobs and with no degrees, what kind of future 
did we expect for our kid? For ourselves? We ended up homeless twice while I was 
pregnant. Meanwhile, my dad lives in a five-bedroom house, but do you think he let me 
come stay with him? Naturally, the stress mounted and Paul and I took it out on each 
other. He was never sexually abusive, but he did become pushy about certain things, like 
when I was super preggers and we hadn’t had sex in a month. “What’s the point of being 
married to you?” he’d whine, pressuring me into acts I didn’t want to do. 

It wasn’t until after our son Prince was born that Paul became physically as well as 
mentally and emotionally abusive. At first he put on a good front, only hitting me when I 
pissed him off and we were alone. Paul got careless, though, and soon started 
mistreating me in the company of his friends, other guys who also worked at McDonald’s. 
One of these friends, Lenny, noticed and thought it was wrong. Carpooling with Paul and 
me one day, Lenny heard my husband tell me to “just kill yourself already.” Another time, 
Lenny came over to the apartment to play video games with Paul, and saw my two black 
eyes and the dent in the wall where Paul had slammed my head into it. Lenny tried to 
help, but I wasn’t ready to be helped. Paul never hurt Prince, or else the relationship 
would have ended much faster. 

The night of our sixth-month wedding anniversary in July, Paul was in a mood. He kept 
telling me I was worthless, and that I should kill myself to spare him and Prince. I was 
lying on our bed, crying, when Paul grabbed a pillow and held it over my face. “You want 
to die?” he yelled. “I’ll kill you.” He let me struggle for a bit before tossing the pillow aside 
and laughing. 

Well, death has never been funny to me, a person with unmedicated suicidal tendencies. 
Taking his advice to heart, I picked up a box cutter from the counter and sliced my upper 
thigh open, right in front of him. That got Paul’s attention. He calmed down. We talked 
through our most recent set of problems. Then he left, saying he was going to take 
Prince to his mom’s house for the night so we could have a night to ourselves. 

Cider Spoon Stories | Jess Hagemann | www.CiderSpoonStories.com



Excerpt: WHISPERS: Healing & Triumph after Sexual Assault | Forty Acres Press 2017

Paul took Prince in our only car and he didn’t come back. Six hours later, I was smoking a 
cigarette on the porch when a police officer showed up. After confirming that I was Nora, 
and that a domestic disturbance had indeed happened in front of our son that night, she 
Baker Act-ed me—a provision in Florida’s law for temporarily detaining individuals in 
need of mental health evaluation and treatment. Just like when I’d been raped, I felt that I 
was the victim but that I was the one being punished while my attacker went on his merry 
way. 

I was detained for four days. The only good thing to come out of being Baker Act-ed is 
that I was  officially diagnosed with PTSD and given a free prescription for Effexor and 
Remeron, an anti-anxiety med and antidepressant, respectively. Those drugs stopped 
working after only a few months, and now I’m on Prozac and Trazadone, which are better. 
What couldn’t get better is my relationship with Paul, not after he hurt me and took Prince 
away. In January 2017, I filed for divorce, one year to the day that we got married.  

* 

My story has a happier ending than you might expect. Paul was granted temporary 
custody of Prince while our divorce finalizes, but I still have visiting rights, and high hopes 
that Prince will be mine again one day very soon. By ‘mine,’ I mean ‘ours,’ since I have 
moved in with Paul’s old friend Lenny who was always so kind to me, and Lenny and I are 
engaged to be married. Lenny is a very strong Christian. I know that being Christian 
doesn’t automatically make you a saint, but Lenny is as close to a saint as I've ever met. 
His mom raised him to respect women. Lenny goes to church four days/week and 
believes that no matter what a woman does, you don’t hit her. Our relationship is extra 
stable thanks to our shared faith, and the fact that it began as a friendship first. 

Paul has said that the reason he’s keeping Prince from me is because I’m living with 
Lenny. He says it’s adultery, but he and I were separated long before I started seeing 
Lenny—in fact, we were separated even while Paul and I were still living together. He 
slept in a different room and had stopped talking to me for the most part. I wonder what 
he expected me to do. Be homeless? No, thank you. With Lenny, I'm safe now. 

For too long, I believed that Paul would change. So many people advised me to get out 
of that relationship while I still could, but I’d been brainwashed by my happy self-
delusion. I wanted so badly to be a real family, for my kid to have a father who wouldn’t 
abandon him like mine had, that I accepted Paul’s abuse as normal and even deserved. I 
willingly ignored all the signs, and as a result my son is suffering. 

If there ever comes a day where you’re Googling What’s an abusive relationship? or Am I 
being abused?, that’s your cue to get out. Put yourself first, and realize what you deserve. 
Know that there is someone better out there for you. Know, too, that it’s okay to be alone. 
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I thought I had to stay with Paul for his money, but there are people and places that will 
open their doors and you won’t be alone.
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