
Part 7 

 

“I’m scared to not be the girl who went through this. I’m scared to grow older or change my 

appearance because if I’m not that girl anymore then did it even happen? Could it even happen 

again?” 

 

 

My birthday is coming up. Not far off enough to not think about it but not early enough in the 

future to make plans. I’m dreading it. Normally I find birthdays fine. Sometimes I find them 

unpleasant because of the attention and the glaring fact of my unimportance. But this year I 

physically and mentally dread my birthday. I do not want to watch the number of my years go 

up. To watch my desirability go down. 

 

If I am older than the age I was involved with him then I can’t place myself back in the situation. 

I can’t imagine it’s still happening because I am not that girl anymore.  

 

 

Part 8 

“I’m sick. I feel my stomach turn and thrash at the thought. Please don’t let me get older. Take 

me now, when I’m still young and pure. Perfect for him. Youthful for him. Safe from him.” 

 

 

I’m afraid of my weaning time until I’m past my prime. I fear maybe I will pass it with this 

milestone, this new age. How could I hope to recreate him if I’m older? How could I hope that he 

would still want me? That any guy like him would?  

 

As I get older it will become acceptable for me to date him, to go past that. And that scares me 

even more.  

 

 

 


