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american 
dream  
Karley was proud to 
wear the West Point 
uniform her first 
year on campus.

    ‘‘i was afraid  
to admit i was   

      raped!’’
Reporting any assault is scary—what if nobody  

has your back? But as Karley, 20, learned, keeping it  

to yourself is way worse.  as told to ashley mateo
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There are lots of rules at the 
U.S. Military Academy in 
West Point, NY, especially 
as a freshman: You have 
a curfew, you can’t have 

relationships with upperclassmen, and 
you’re not allowed to be alone in a room 
with someone of the opposite sex with 
the door closed. Breaking these rules 
could mean anything from losing privileges 
to getting kicked out—scary, considering 
I’d dreamt of going to West Point since I 
was a little girl and I first heard my dad’s 
stories about being a Marine.

I worked as hard as everyone else to 
get in, but once there, I quickly realized 
that when about 80 percent of the 
student body is male, it’s hard to be 
an equal. On campus, guys called girls 
“trou”—a mean nickname for the ugly 
trousers girls wore years ago—and it 
made me feel like I was below them.

unwelcome visitor
Despite the macho campus attitude, 
my first year was all I’d hoped for—I 
loved my classes, I’d made good friends, 
and I joined the women’s rugby team. 
But around midnight one Saturday in 
January 2011, my roommate’s boyfriend 
stopped by unexpectedly while she was 
out of town. (They’d been dating on the 
sly.) He’d clearly been drinking, but it felt 
kind of cool that this popular sophomore 
wanted to hang out. I humored him as he 
tipsily spilled their relationship problems 
and asked for advice. But after about a 
half hour, I said I was tired and he left. 

At 2 a.m., I woke up to the sound of my 
door opening. This time, my roommate’s 
boyfriend staggered in and offered me a 
drink. I wasn’t a big drinker, but it seemed 
harmless, so I thought, Why not? We 
drank and talked some more, then he 
suggested we go to his room. That made 
me uncomfortable, but he said he heard 
people outside—upperclassmen do 
rounds to enforce the 1 a.m. weekend 
curfew—and my room hadn’t been 
checked yet. I’d be less likely to get 
caught in his room than with him in mine, 

so I agreed.
The second I stood up, 

I knew I was drunk; I felt 

wobbly and couldn’t focus. We crossed 
the hall to his room and sat down to talk, 
but then he kissed me. I was shocked—
we’d never even flirted before! I said, “No, 
she’s my friend,” hoping the thought of 
his girlfriend would make him back off. 

But he pushed me on the bed, holding 
my arms down, and kept kissing me. I 
was so scared, I couldn’t move. As he 
forced himself on top of me, I tried to 
block out what was happening, wishing it 
would end. Next thing I knew, I was naked 
and he was saying, “Your clothes are 

over there,” like he was dismissing me. I 
hurried out, willing myself to forget. 

The next day, I freaked about potential 
consequences—he hadn’t worn a 
condom—and I asked a friend to get 
Plan B with me. I played it off, like, “My 
roommate’s boyfriend had sex with me, 
but I can’t remember.” I couldn’t say 
“rape”—she’d make a big deal out of it. 
She just said, “That’s wrong of him.” Then 
she asked the pharmacist for emergency 
contraception—I was too numb.

silent struggle
I kept blaming myself—I drank; I put 
myself in a bad situation. At West Point, 
if a girl accused a guy of assault, she’d 
get labeled a slut and school would 
be a nightmare. I didn’t want that 
label, and I really didn’t want to ruin my 
career by admitting what happened—
my classmates would be my future 
colleagues. I pulled away from all my 
friends and even thought about suicide.  
I felt so alone. 

The worst part was that I was still 
living across the hall from my attacker. I 

never spoke to him 
but saw him every 
day. And I still  
had to take out his 
trash as part of my 
regular chores. 

I finally called my older sister, who was 
at the U.S. Naval Academy—the shame 
was killing me. When I said I was raped, 
she convinced me to see a counselor 
at West Point. But I wasn’t ready to 
launch an investigation. I was terrified my 
classmates would blame me, that I would 
become an outcast. What I didn’t realize 
was that I’d already done that to myself.

road to recovery
Weeks later, I overheard two guys say 
another girl who reported a rape had 
been “asking for it.” I froze, flashing back 
to my attack, then got angry. I realized 
there were other girls out there who had 
been attacked, and maybe they were 
too scared to report it, too. I thought, If 
I speak up, I could help other girls come 
forward. That day, I launched an official 
investigation with the military police. 

Sadly, the police couldn’t pursue my 
case due to lack of evidence—I never 
got a rape kit, where samples of his DNA 
would have been collected from my body. 
The school promised they would kick  
him out for drinking and having a girl in 
his room. But all he actually got was  
100 marching hours, where you walk 
up and down campus—typical at West 
Point for just drinking. When I heard 
how light his punishment had been, I 
decided I had to leave the Academy; I felt 
defeated—like my attacker had won.

fighting back
But I couldn’t shake the feeling that there 
was more I could do. I knew I wasn’t the 
only one suffering in silence. So in April, 
I filed a lawsuit against West Point with 
hopes of helping women feel safer at 
military academies. The male-dominated 
culture makes it so girls are scared to 
report assaults. My attacker got off easy, 
and I hope my lawsuit puts a system in 
place that makes sure future assailants 
are seriously punished. Now I’m proud 
to stand up for my rights and for girls 
everywhere. I’m done being a victim! 17

         I was  
terrified I 
would become 
an outcast.

Download our new e-book, Seventeen’s Inspiring True Teen Stories,  
for only $1.99! It’s available August 7 on your tablet—check out 
seventeen.com/teenstories for more info. 

get help!
95% of sexual assaults
on college campuses

go unreported. 
If you or a friend becomes a victim, 
don’t wait—call the National Sexual 

Assault Hotline at 
800-656-HOPE. 
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