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Excerpt from: 
THE “RAPE YOUR WIFE” PRIVILEGE

Jessica Ugarte

Editor’s Note: Jessica Ugarte is a women’s and gender studies graduate student from 
the University of Texas at El Paso. She was a participant in the 2018 MALCS Creative 
Writing Workshop. This nonfiction essay is an excerpt from a longer piece she wrote 
about surviving spousal rape and navigating a system that is not created to support 
survivors. The excerpt ends on a difficult note, but the story does not end that way. 
Ugarte’s longer piece goes on to describe how she divorced her husband and rebuilt 
her life with her children. But as a survivor, she chose these pages to share out of her 
longer testimonio. Ugarte’s voice is fierce and pulls no punches; please be aware as 
you start reading that this essay includes graphic descriptions of rape and two sexual 
assault nurse examinations.

The domestic life of domestic tyrants is one of the things which is  

the most imperative on the law to interfere with.  

—John Stuart Mill

I was sexually assaulted 
The gusano sexually assaulted me. He knew I would not have sex with him 

while I was awake, so he resorted to rape. Earlier that night I had gone out with 

Alex, a male friend, first to the grocery store and then to get a hamburger. I told 

the gusano that I was going to hang out with Alex and he asked me to go to 

the store first to pick up a few items. We did as he asked then returned back to 

my house with the requested items. We gave them to the gusano then told him 

that we would go and get a hamburger. He asked where we would go, and I told 

him. He knew where I was going and knew Alex since he had been my friend 

for over a year. I might also add that this was not an unusual situation. The 

gusano always knew when I was hanging out with him and where I was going. 
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Alex and I got into the car and headed off to a local restaurant to get a burger. 

The place we intended to go to had an hour and half wait so we went to another 

restaurant. We sat, ate our burgers, laughed and had a good time. This day was 

a little different than most days because I decided to order a beer. I rarely drink, 

but I was not driving and was just in the mood for a beer to go with my burger. 

We were at the restaurant about an hour and half and then Alex took me home.

I walked in the door to find the gusano waiting for me. He asked me where I 

was, and I told him about the change in dining plans. I went into the bedroom, 

took off my jeans and changed into my pajamas which was an old t-shirt and an 

old mid-calf length skirt. Then I went to the bathroom, took off my makeup, 

and sat down on the couch ready to go to sleep. 

Let me stop right here and explain to you why I wanted to sleep on the couch. 

The gusano and I had not been getting along for years. I did not want to share 

a room with him anymore, but still kept my clothes in the room because it was 

a small house and there was nowhere else to put them. I had been sleeping on 

the couch for several months because I had not wanted to have sex with the 

gusano nor sleep in the same bed with him for over two years. You are probably 

wondering why, but I will get to that later. Now back to the story. 

The gusano sat down next to me and put his hand up my skirt. I told him to 

stop but he replied, in a dismissive tone, “You have been drinking.” He did not 

stop; we began fighting. He was sitting on the couch and had wrestled me down 

to where I was laying on my back, on the couch with his hand up my skirt. I 

kicked him in the face. He left and went to the room, while I remained on the 

couch. He shut off the light in the bedroom, so I thought that he went to sleep. 

I went to sleep on the couch. Then, I woke up to go to the bathroom. The 

bathroom was on the other end of the house next to my daughter’s room. As I 
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tried to go into the bathroom the gusano appeared out of nowhere and pushed 

me into my daughter’s dark room and onto the bed. I was surprised to find 

that my daughter was not in the room. The gusano had moved her first, which 

means that he planned this. His attack was premeditated. He held me down. I 

told him to get off of me. He replied, “You had sex with Alex and now you are 

going to have sex with me.” He raped me while saying, “You are my wife. You 

belong to me. Not him.” I continued trying to get him off me, he continued 

then he pulled out. He did not finish inside of me.

I felt disgusting. The gusano left my daughter’s room. I got up, put my clothes 

back on and looked for my daughter. She was in the bedroom with my sons. 

The gusano had put her in the full-size bed that my two sons shared. I was 

relieved to find that all three of them were asleep and did not hear anything. I 

went back to the couch humiliated and pissed off. The gusano went back to the 

room and went to sleep. I laid down on the couch and went to sleep. I wanted 

to cry but did not want to give the gusano the satisfaction of hearing me cry. 

I wanted to get into the shower but did not want to wake up the kids. The 

only shower in the house was in the room that my sons shared, which now had 

all three kids sleeping in it. I was angry and resolved to press charges against 

the gusano. I did not want him to get away with it. That morning I got up 

and faked going to work. I showered, put on makeup and dressed in my work 

uniform. I did not want to alert the gusano to my plan of going to the hospital 

instead of going to work. I made sure that my son, DJ, got to the school bus 

stop; then I went to the hospital. 

I have a few problems with what had just happened. Number one: the fact 

that the gusano raped me and number two: the statements he made while 

he raped me. First and foremost, I am not a piece of property and do not 

belong to anyone. I clearly said, “NO!” to the gusano. However, he chose 
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to ignore me because he thought that I could not tell him no because I was 

his property. In England, this idea dates back to 1736 when Sir Matthew 

Hale published The History of the Pleas of the Crown, in which he made the 

statement, “The husband cannot be guilty of a rape committed by himself 

upon his lawful wife, for by their mutual and matrimonial consent and 

contract, the wife hath given up herself in kind unto the husband which she 

cannot retract” (629). Unfortunately, the idea of implied consent is deeply 

embedded in American discourse. The public perception is that once a 

woman has given consent to her husband, that it is forever and she can never 

refuse sex with him because she is now his property. “The propertization of 

women through marriage” came to be under the “unities doctrine,” which 

emphasized that “the husband and wife are one person in law” (Eskow 

1996, 680). This logic builds upon the concept that marital rape is not real 

rape because “a man could no more be charged with raping his wife than . . . 

with raping himself ” (Sitton 1993, 265). 

Second, my body belongs to me and I am not obligated to have sex with the 

gusano solely because he was my husband. I am not obligated to have sex with 

anyone. I am the only one who can control my sexuality. Who I share my 

body with or not share it with is entirely up to me. Rape is not about sex. It 

has nothing to do with sex. It is about power and control by one person over 

another. Marital rape is no exception; it is “more often . . . about humiliation, 

degradation, anger and resentment” (FInkelhor & Yllo 1985, 18). The gusano 

was angry that I hung out with Alex, resentful of the fact that I had a male 

friend; so, the gusano decided to degrade, humiliate and punish me for it. 

He violated my body, my soul, my spirit and my Human/Civil Rights. The 

Eighth Amendment of the United States Constitution states that no person 

shall be subject to cruel and unusual punishment. The Universal Declaration 

of Human Rights, Article 5 takes it a step further, “No one shall be subjected 
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to torture or to cruel, inhumane or degrading treatment or punishment.”  

The gusano raped me to punish me. 

Rape is a form of torture; it is cruel, inhumane and degrading. Let’s pull all 

of these words apart to better understand this. Cruel is defined as “disposed 

to inflict pain or suffering; devoid of humane feelings causing or conducive to 

injury, grief, or pain.” The gusano forced his penis inside of me while holding 

me down, which caused me to feel physical pain. He inflicted pain on me, and 

as I result I experience suffering, injury, and grief. It was inhumane because I 

was reduced to the status of nothing because I could not get him off of me. I 

felt like I was less than human. Rape is below the basic standards for human 

decency. It was degrading because I did not want to have sex with him. He 

knew that I did not want to have sex with him, so he forced himself upon me. 

I said “NO!” but he did not care. He used my body the way he wanted to use 

it, by forcing himself upon me for his own sexual gratification. This was in 

contrast to my body being used the way that I wanted it to be used, which was 

sleeping alone on the couch. He used his body and his will to overpower my 

body and my will. The gusano wanted to punish me for eating a hamburger 

with Alex by sexually assaulting me. 

Sexual assault is a form of torture. Torture is defined as “the act of causing 

severe physical pain as a form of punishment.” He raped me to punish me. The 

person who is being tortured has their world completely taken away from them. 

Everything diminishes until the only focus I had was the gusano and what 

he was doing to me. He shrunk my world to have only space enough for him 

and to temporarily force everyone else out of it; especially Alex. Meanwhile his 

world was complete because he kept mentioning Alex while he was violating me 

(Scarry 1985, 37)
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The Hospital Visit

At the hospital, the staff was very nice to me. They asked me if I wanted a 

volunteer from the Center Against Sexual and Family Violence (CASFV) to 

come stay with me throughout the process. I agreed, and a woman promptly 

arrived. The nurse informed me that Sexual Assault Nurse Examination, 

SANE exam, was free of charge. The SANE exam is a forensic exam in which 

a specially trained nurse will collect biological evidence that will be processed 

by the State’s crime lab for the purpose of prosecuting the offender. After 

explaining what this was, the nurse asked if I wanted one. She then inquired 

as to whether or not I wished to press charges.

This is an important question, because if the survivor wishes to press charges 

they have to call the police and wait for a cop to show up before they may 

conduct a SANE exam. The reason is that they are not legally allowed to open 

the kit without a case number from the police. However, waiting on the police 

can take hours. I waited for hours before a cop showed up. Let me just add that 

you are not allowed to eat or drink anything while waiting for the exam. Not 

being able to eat or drink is a nightmare for a diabetic who has to eat every three 

hours. I inform the nurse that my blood sugar was low and that I felt like crap. I 

need to eat, so I asked her for something to eat. She tells me that all they have is 

crackers but does not want me to contaminate myself. “Whatever, I have already 

been contaminated” I thought. If the survivors’ mouth was violated, they do not 

want to “contaminate” the evidence with food or drink. 

This idea stems from a root in patriarchal legislation. A woman is raped, and 

the state is more concerned about preserving the man’s semen rather than the 

woman’s health. Food or drink does not contaminate a woman’s mouth, but a 

man’s unwanted penis in her mouth does. I explain to her that my mouth was 

not violated, so there will be no “contamination” in my consumption of the 
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aforementioned crackers. Finally, the cop arrives and informs me that he has 

to take the initial report before he can assign a case number. So basically, I am 

stuck telling the story before I go upstairs to the exam room. Fine (rolling my 

eyes). I cooperated and told him what happened. 

The SANE Exam

In the SANE exam room, the volunteer offered to go into the room with me. 

I declined. It was nice of her to offer, though. I knew I was going to get a 

pelvic exam and really did not want extra people watching, so she and the cop 

sat outside the door. The nurse then explained the details of the SANE exam 

to me. The exam is very, very intrusive. It is like the cotton swab bath pelvic 

exam from hell. I consent to the exam by signing a stack of papers. The nurse 

asks me a series of questions about the incident and then hands me another 

sheet of paper. This paper asks for the survivor to write down all the people 

that she has had sex with in the last week so that that person’s DNA can be 

excluded from the criminal investigation. I felt like, “What the fuck? I already 

told everyone that I DID NOT HAVE SEX WITH ALEX.” She must have 

seen the look on my face and explained that this form was routine and not 

to be offended by it. I still felt like the State was calling me a whore. I wrote 

“NOBODY” on the form. 

First, I went into the bathroom, which is a private bathroom inside of the 

exam room and changed into a hospital gown. Then I had to surrender my 

panties to the nurse because the gusano’s disgusting fluids could have dribbled 

out of my body onto them. I had to surrender my clothes too. All of those 

things were evidence. The thought of my panties being stored in the crime lab 

as a sordid trophy to commemorate the gusano’s invasion of my body, it made 

me want to vomit.
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Second, the nurse asked me where on my body I was touched and then she 

swabbed that area for evidence. That meant that I had to explain the details of 

the assault all over again so that the nurse knew what to evidence to collect and 

where to collect it from. The nurse swabbed all of my intimate areas, plus other 

non-intimate areas, with a cotton ball. In other words, when I told her that the 

gusano kissed my neck, the nurse responded by swabbing my neck for saliva 

in the exact place where the violation occurred. I had to explain everything all 

over again to yet another person and relive every single touch through a gloved 

hand and a cotton swab. This exam is meant to help the survivor through the 

collection of evidence but felt like a re-victimization.

Third, the nurse slid a large piece of white butcher paper under my butt and 

inspect my vagina to see if any of the gusano’s pubic hairs “got stuck onto you.” 

The butcher paper was then removed and folded up. A side note: a small comb 

comes with the kit and if the survivor has any pubic hair it will be combed 

through and collected on the butcher paper. 

Fourth, is the pelvic exam. This was not a routine pelvic exam. It hurt. My 

vagina was already sore and the last thing that I wanted was someone poking and 

prodding it. The nurse spread apart my labia looking for bruising and redness. 

After she found it she asked to photograph it. I declined. The idea of a crotch shot 

was revolting to me, especially in the beat-up condition my vag was in. Instead 

she redrew the markings on a diagram of a vagina that came in the kit. After that, 

she conducted a very painful pelvic exam. She looked for fluid, blood and vaginal 

tears to mark on her diagram. This really hurt. One of the Q-tips had blood on 

it. The nurse told me that she found semen and collected it with a Q-Tip. She 

showed it to me. I wanted to cry but did not want to lose my composure in front 

of the nurse. The gusano had not blown inside of me, but his pre-cum was there. 

Fifth was the shower and I was grateful for it.
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The Useless Police Officer

I walked outside the room and saw the cop and volunteer sitting in the chair. 

They went with me back downstairs to the room. An ER nurse came in and 

asked how I felt. I told her that I was pissed off and my vag hurt. She found 

a doctor who prescribed me Xanax. She then gave me a whole bunch of 

antibiotic pills to protect against a disease and a shot. Mercifully my tubes 

were tied so I did not have to worry about pregnancy. The last pill that she 

gave me was for Zofran. The Zofran was to prevent me from throwing up 

because of all of the antibiotics.

The cop then asked me what I wanted to do. Did I want to go to the shelter 

or go home? He stated that he would go with me to my house, so that I could 

pack a bag if I wanted to go to the shelter. I told him that I wanted him to go 

to my house with me and help me pull out my kids who were at the house with 

the gusano. I explained that the only way that I could get out of the house was 

to fake like I was going to work. The gusano would fight me if I tried to take 

the kids. The cop said that if we were fighting over them and pulling on them, 

then we would both be arrested. Furthermore, since the gusano was the father 

of both Princess and the Baby he could not remove them from him. He could 

only take me and DJ, my son from a previous relationship, to the shelter if the 

gusano would object to me taking “his children away from him.” I explained 

that the gusano would use the kids to make me stay. WTF? Do you really think 

that I will leave with just DJ, but leave Princess and the Baby behind? The State 

is really backwards on this. 

If one parent is sexually violent towards anyone, then that parent is not fit to 

have the children. The State wants to uphold his rights to fatherhood, but 

not the children’s right to safety. They upheld his rights to fatherhood by 

asking me if he had ever “done anything like this to the children.” When I 

answered no, the useless police officer explained that he cannot remove the 
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children from the gusano “because he hasn’t done anything.” They “do not 

go around town taking the kids away from one parent and giving them to 

the other.” He said that the gusano sexually assaulting me was between the 

gusano and me and was “separate” from the kids. My children’s right to safety 

was not recognized as I was told that the current situation had no bearing on 

his access to the kids. I was afraid to leave my kids alone with him. I have a 

daughter. The useless police officer’s response was, “if he does something then 

call us. As of right now we cannot do anything.” In other words, they were 

going to give him an opportunity to hurt me or my children again before they 

would offer any type of assistance. 

That is a violation of my children’s and my human rights as stated in the 

Universal Declaration of Human Rights Articles 1, 3, 5, 6, 7, 8, 16 and 25. 

Article 5 mirrors the 8th Amendment of The Bill of Rights, “No one shall 

be subjected to torture or to cruel, inhumane or degrading treatment or 

punishment.” As I said before, the gusano raped me to punish me. Rape is cruel, 

inhumane, degrading torture. Let’s not forget that “All human beings are born 

free and equal in dignity and rights” (Article 1), but I left the hospital without 

my dignity and without my panties. Spouses “are entitled to equal rights as to 

marriage, during marriage” (Article 16). The State does not consider marital 

rape to be real rape. In essence the gusano had the right to rape me, while I was 

denied the right to refuse sex. 

“Motherhood and childhood are entitled to special care and assistance. All 

children, whether born in or out of wedlock, shall enjoy the same social 

protection” (Article 25). The cops really dropped the ball on that one. The 

children born in wedlock to the gusano (Princess and the Baby) were receiving 

less protection than DJ, the child not born to the gusano. That is a direct 

violation of Article 7, which states that “All are equal before the law and are 

entitled without any discrimination to equal protection of the law. All are 

entitled to equal protection against any discrimination in violation of this 
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Declaration and against any incitement to such discrimination.” Princess and 

the Baby were being discriminated against due to who was their biological 

father. They were denied protection that was offered to DJ because of who 

his biological father was not. Article 6 states that, “Everyone has the right to 

recognition everywhere as a person before the law.” However, that was not the 

case for my children.

Have we gone back in time to colonial America when fathers owned the children 

and mothers could not remove them from the home when she sought to leave 

because of intimate partner violence? The cop then advised me to go home 

and wait for the police to pick up the gusano since he could do nothing to “his 

children.” Not my children, but “his children.” I carried them around inside of my 

body for nine months. The umbilical cord that separated them from me was cut 

which rendered them a separate person rather than an extension of me, yet they 

are “his” children. That sounds like a bunch of patriarchal bullshit. My children 

and I had a right to security of person (Article 3) and an effective legal remedy 

(Article 8). This piece of shit just raped me, and they are more worried about 

protecting his rights to fatherhood rather than my children’s and my safety. The 

police department did not help me. The state denied my children and me these 

rights. The cop told me to act normal and not to alarm the gusano so that he 

would not run before the cops came. I had no choice. I could not pull my kids out 

of the house, and there was no way I was leaving without them, so I went home.

At the hospital the cop followed me around to protect me from the gusano, 

the same cop offered to drive me home or drive me to the women’s shelter, that 

cop would even wait for me while I packed a bag to go to the women’s shelter. 

However, if a survivor must return to the home because she cannot safely pull 

her children out of the home, then she has to return on her own. She would 

be left without protection because she “chose” to return home. This is state-
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sponsored structural violence. Survivors in this predicament do not want to 

return home. They do not have a choice. The law provided for me to take DJ 

with me because he was my child, but I could not take Princess and the Baby 

because they were the gusano’s children. What the state was really saying was 

that I was the gusano’s property and any children I had with him were his by 

default. Translation: I could take DJ because he was another man’s child, not 

my child. The hospital is a sanctuary in which the victim will be safe from 

the attacker, but the home is place in which the state condones and supports 

violence. It sends a loud and clear message that there will be no sexual violence 

on the state’s property (the hospital), but once you leave the state’s property it is 

a family affair. Out of sight, out of mind. 

I left the hospital on my own. Why use a police escort if I was just going home to 

the gusano? At home I acted normal. I cooked dinner and we all went to church. 

That night after the kids went to bed the gusano tried to get me to go into the 

room with him. I refused. So he pulled the mattress out of the room and placed 

it on the floor in the living room a few feet from the couch. I told him that I 

would not lay down on the bed with him. He said fine and that he would sleep 

there with or without me. He also said that I was not being a good wife because 

“the husband and the wife are always supposed to sleep together,” but I insisted 

on “breaking up our family” with my constant refusal to be “husband and wife 

and parents.” Whatever, fucker. I don’t want to sleep in the same bed as you. I 

did not want to fall asleep but was tired and eventually did. I woke up to the 

gusano pulling me off of the couch. He pushed me onto the mattress that was 

now in the living room. He held me tight and raped me again. The only thought 

I had was, “What if the one of the kids walks out here and sees this?” I told the 

gusano to get off of me, but he did not. He continued until he blew inside me. 

Again, he left and went to the room. This sick fuck peacefully goes to sleep after 

using me as a cum bucket. While I am left in pain, humiliated and pissed at that 
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stupid cop for not helping me get out of this hellhole, thus avoiding this whole 

situation. In the morning the gusano had to go to work and so did I. He was 

acting funny and tried to force me into the shower. He wanted to wash away his 

crime. I busied myself getting the kids ready for daycare. He kept insisting, but 

he ran out of time and left for work. This time I had the kids, so I was going to 

get away. I sent DJ to the school bus and took Princess and the Baby to daycare. 

This time I did not shower. DJ and Princess were asking why I wasn’t ready for 

work, but I hushed them up. I arrived at the hospital signed in and prepared to 

go through the same process all over again. 

Detective Egomaniac

The hospital staff called the cops, the cops informed the hospital staff that a 

detective was already assigned to my case. I called the detective assigned to 

my case and asked for his help. He explained to me that he was really busy 

and that he had ten months to work a case. In other words, he was too busy to 

show up at the hospital, but the police department would not dispatch another 

cop to assign an ID number because I already had one. I was literally and 

figuratively fucked. Without a cop, the hospital could not open the kit and I 

was doomed to just sit there. He knew this too. I was not going to let him fuck 

me over. I had already been fucked enough. I lost my temper and blew up. I 

told him that he and the entire stupid, useless police force did nothing to help 

me and that is why I am in the hospital—again. If he was too busy to help me, 

then he could just give me the number to his supervisor. I would keep going 

up the chain of command until I found someone that has time for me. He 

changed his tune quickly. He said that he would be right there. 

Detective Egomaniac arrived in the hospital in about a half hour. He came 

into the room where I was waiting. He went on a tirade about his greatness as 

a detective and that I was lucky to have him. Again, I lost my temper and told 
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him (shouted) how useless he and the entire police department were. That they 

all needed to grow a brain, do their jobs and help rape survivors get away from 

their attackers. If they had actually helped me like I had asked the day before, I 

would not have been there that day. 

Furthermore, “I have been sitting here for over an hour sitting in a puddle of 

cum. With cum dripping down my fucking leg. Waiting for you to decide 

to get off your fat, fucking ass and do your fucking job. And you expect me 

to be grateful that you decided to grace me with your presence? ARE YOU 

FUCKING SERIOUS?” He asked me if I spoke to my husband this way, thus 

implying “you deserve to be raped by your husband because you are a bitch.” 

Detective Egomaniac asked what had occurred yesterday leading up to the assault 

and then why was I assaulted twice. I explained that the gusano was jealous of 

Alex and was mad at me for going with him to eat a hamburger. He asked me if I 

was having an affair and bluntly asked me if I had sex with Alex. I became angry 

and shouted, “No. I did not have sex with Alex. Not that day or any other day. 

I am so fucking sick of everyone asking me that same stupid question!.” Why is 

everyone so focused on whether or not I had sex with Alex? He has nothing to do 

with this. I felt like everyone was trying to blame me. Was he implying that if I 

would have had sex with Alex then the gusano would have been justified in raping 

me? It’s still my body and do not have to share it with anyone. 

Women are placed into the virgin/whore dichotomy. Sitton explains what 

she terms the spheres of consent. Rape laws categorize women according 

to her virtue, which is established through examination of her sexual 

relationships. Once her sexuality is established then she is assigned one of 

two classifications; either she is “rapeable” or she is “unrapeable” (Sitton 

1993, 268). Women who are “rapeable” (able to be raped) are women who 
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are very young, innocent or virgins. They are virtuous and unconsenting. 

They are seen as prey who must be protected from a predator who could 

come along and rape them. On the other side of the coin are the “unrapeable” 

women. These women are old enough to know better; they are not virgins: 

they are prostitutes, whores and “wives” (Sitton 1993, 268). They are seen as 

consenting and therefore “unrapeable;” they cannot be raped because their 

consent is implied. 

A woman can be past the age of innocence and virginity and still be 

unconsenting. Just because she is married does not mean that she always wants 

to have sex with her husband. Her sense of self and personhood are robbed 

from her by society’s deletion of her right to say no. In this dichotomy a wife 

is equated with a whore. I was equated with a whore and was classified as 

“unrapeable” because I was a wife. Detective Egomaniac attempted to classify 

me as a whore in order to thrust me deeper into the category of “unrapeable.” 

His efforts proved to be fruitless because I did not have sex with Alex; therefore, 

I did not meet the criteria to be classified as a whore. Nevertheless, I could 

not shake my status of “unrapeable” because I was still married and wives are 

“unrapeable.” The comments made by Detective Egomaniac sounded a lot like 

Sir Matthew Hale’s comments. 

Detective Egomaniac then went on to tell me how he threatened to break 

down the front door when his ex-wife had the locks changed on him while he 

was at work. He sneered when he said that she could have called the cops but 

there is nothing that they could do since it would have been “his” door. “His” 

own property that he was destroying. What about your wife? Isn’t that her 

door too? Isn’t that also her property that you are destroying as you threaten 

to break down the door? He obviously believed that violence committed 

by the husband toward the wife was acceptable. I asked him if he thought 
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terrorizing his wife was acceptable, he smiled and said, “Of course not, but it’s 

my door.” I think he was trying to intimidate me and figuratively explain that 

patriarchy is still alive and well in El Paso, Texas. 

Detective Egomaniac told me that my attitude was not good and that in 

whatever years of doing this job he deals with rape and homicide every day 

and I am the first person ever to get mad at him. Seriously? Your ego is so 

big there is barely space enough for me to be in this room. You mean to tell 

me that you deal with rape and homicide all day and everyone is just soooo 

happy about it? I think you need your head examined. He left the room and 

went to the nurse’s station and asked them to promptly conduct another 

SANE exam. Then he left. The nurse came in, after he left, and told me 

that he wanted to know if the staff could give me something to calm down. 

Basically, he wanted to medicate my emotions, which were a totally normal 

reaction to the situation.

The entire SANE exam was repeated all over again with only a few minor 

changes. This time I had not showered first. Again, I had to consent to this 

invasion of my body, the SANE exam, by signing a stack of papers. The first 

stack of consent papers did not carry over. The nurse explained that they needed 

to do everything all over again. Ironically, I only signed a state document 

(the marriage license) one time to consent to the gusano, and forever after my 

consent was implied. 

The nurse spread out a large piece of white butcher paper, about 5x5. She 

instructed to step onto the paper and remove all of my clothing and then step 

off the paper and onto the cold tiled floor. I complied. I stood there naked and 

she handed me a gown to put on so that we could conduct the exam. What do 

I need the gown for? I’m already naked. I had been stripped of both my dignity 
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and my clothes. Surrendering my clothes and especially my panties made me 

feel like I had been reduced to nothing all over again. I know that the nurse was 

trying to help me, but I could not help feeling this way. I tried to take my mind 

somewhere else during the exam but could not. I was very angry. Angry at the 

gusano and angry at the useless police department. 

This time there was no blood, but it took several Q-tips to collect all of the 

cum that the gusano shot at me as a going away present. The thought of 

his sperm swimming inside the walls of my vagina for the next seventy-two 

hours nauseated me more than the antibiotic cocktail I took the day before. 

The volunteer had given me a bag when she asked me if I wanted her to be 

with me during the exam. The contents of the bag were a pink sports bra; 

some fugly, powder blue granny panties; a pair of sweatpants—in El Paso 

July heat—a t-shirt, and a pair of socks. Luckily, I got to keep my shoes. 

After the exam and the shower, I put on the clothes that the volunteer had 

given me and walked out of the hospital with nothing. I left without my 

dignity, without my clothes, without my panties and without any help from 

the useless police department. 
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