Easy

He said she was easy.

He bragged to his friends.

They all made lewd comments,

Never considering the ends.

The girls in the hall

Whisper, and point as they giggle.

They part when she walks by, 

Make her walk alone in the middle.

She bows her head low,

Ignores their curious stares.

She knows that many

Look down upon her with glares.

It was so easy for him

To lie about that night.

She let him ruin her,

Never put up a fight.

He’d taken her out,

It had been the perfect date.

So she invited him in;

Her parents were out late.

He never asked her permission,

Knew what she would say.

She tried to resist,

Desperately pushed him away.

He forced himself on her,

Never gave her a choice.

He didn’t acknowledge her cries,

Refused to hear her voice.

Now back at school

He laughs at her pain.

She vows to herself,

I won’t go through this again.

Shell never again

Be hurt by a boy.

She won’t let that happen;

Her emotions are no toy.

She thought about how 

It was easy for her peers

To mock her without

Even noticing her tears.

It was so easy for them 

To assume he was right;

To think, “She was easy,

She enjoyed it that night.”

She thought of the boy,

And his stupid, heartless act

That had changed her forever,

Now there was no turning back.

Finally she thought

Of her parents, so near.

They were in the same house, 

But were never really here.

Maybe, she thought,

And let loose a single tear,

Maybe when I’m gone

They will know how I feel.

And as quickly as that,

The girl took her shot.

The one they called easy…

They knew now she was not.
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