Differing Takes on Party Games
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Here’s the scene. 

It’s Saturday night. It’s a celebration. A good time coming. Place it where you want. For our purposes we’ll go with an apartment. Nothing fancy. Just an apartment, a single guy’s apartment, where there is more money in the electronics than the furniture and where plastic cups from the ballgame serve as fine glassware. Your friends are here. Some co-workers, a few people you don’t know, and some you want to get to know. About 40 total. For math purposes let’s split it down the middle – 20 guys and 20 girls - just like junior high dances, guys on one side, girl’s on the other.

You know what it’s like. You’ve been there before. Whether it’s an apartment, a frat house, a bar, your parent’s basement or the rented hotel suite on prom night. It’s the typical weekend scene. Or maybe a weeknight. From Carbondale to Chicago, Quincy to Danville. 

Small talk is being made. Hugs given to those you know, handshakes and halfhearted “nice to meet ya” to those you don’t. There’s a ballgame on the TV. Sound off. A few guys mill nearby talking strategy, some more intensely than others. 

Kayne West and Alicia Keys rotate through the CD player. The swaying sounds intermingling with conversation, laughs and the mandatory breaks of silence every seven minutes. People float from group to group. The rooms are full now, people slipping from the kitchen to the table to the living room, an occasional smoker on the balcony. 

Mike, the host, says that Hor d’ourves are on the table. He’s trying to be funny. Everybody know it’s just chips and salsa, pretzels and doritos. The fancy touch is the whipped cheese on a cracker. Pizza will be ordered later. People will lightheartedly complain about the topping choices, all the time knowing that Ethan and Rakeem will eat whatever is left.

The night is picking up, the mood set. The early stages of a good time. Beer is flowing. Heinekan for the snobs. PBR for the frugal. And the “girlie” drinks are being mixed. The ballgame ends so it’s time for a different competition. It’s time for the drinking games. Quarters, snake eyes, flip cards, moose and the new favorite, beer pong.

And now the strategy discussion changes. Somewhere in this room of 20 men, six are considering how to increase the tempo of the drinking. They plan to get somebody drunk and have “sex” with them. That’s the reality exposed by the study, “Sexual Experience Associated with participation in Drinking games.” This study from researchers at Indiana State University, reveals the premeditation of guys who get girls drunk in order to rape them. 

Mike, as a considerate host, is setting up the real game of the evening – beer pong. This is the game with the major corporate sponsors, the fancy tables and equipment. Mike has a new beer pong playing set from Budweiser and has been waiting to break it out. He tells everyone that the official game rules say the game is played with water. The crowd laughs and a new running joke is found. Who would play beer pong with water? Who would put water in a Budweiser glass? 

And so the games begin.

Tyler and Jesse move first. Teaming up to take on Michelle and Tonya. It’s the typical good natured ribbing of guys vs. girls that create the matchup. But it’s a lopsided affair. Tyler and Jesse are good at beer pong. Good no matter how many beers they’ve consumed. Good because they practice. Good because they play in the Budweiser sponsored tourneys down at the local bar. Good because the more they score now, the better chance of scoring later. Michelle and Tonya lose and drink and lose and drink some more. The game is over. The buzz is not. As the girls hug the winners, Tyler’s hands lingering lower and longer than Michelle normally would allow. 

But it’s still early and there are more games to play. Rematches are set for later in the night. 

Meanwhile, on the dining room table, quarters are being played for shots of rum. Tara is having a rough go of it. Brian and Ramiro “miracously” always end up making shots in her glass. Normally, she wouldn’t drink like this, but it’s part of the game and rules are rules.

Matt and Deron have moved into action at the beer pong table. They aren’t on the same team, but they are plying acquaintances Angela and Maria with all the beer losing shots can bring. 

And so it goes. The games continue. Lineups set. Brian, Ramiro, Tyler, Jesse, Matt and Deron are on the field. Mike, Jose, Mitch, Jeremy, Rakeem, Ethan, Jim, Eli, Caleb, Dave, Keenan, Scott, Brian and Bill are standing by, having fun, relaxed, hanging with women, playing the drinking games but not playing outside the table. They can see the other six in action, but it’s not their game to referee.

Another round of beer pong and Michelle heads down the hall and around the corner for the bathroom. She comes out and Tyler is there, accidentally bumping into her, not so accidentally pinning her against the wall, hand pressed firmly on her breast. An apology follows. Michelle is unnerved, not quite knowing what just happened and too easily chalking it up as a boy being a boy. Tyler smirks as he heads into the bathroom, feeling confident, powerful, in control. A boundary has been crossed and he wasn’t stopped by a slap or a heated exchange. She was just uncomfortable. That’s a good sign.

The statistical evidence says that Tyler is just one of the five men at the party who will touch a woman’s breast or genital area without first getting consent. He will be joined by Deron, Jesse, Matt and Ramiro. 

Brian is left out. Not so much for effort but the fact that none of the girls played the drinking games long enough for him to manipulate a potential target. He’ll have to wait to see if he can move in on someone else’s target later. 

Tyler’s night is quickly ruined by Michelle, who has done the unthinkable, she is drinking water. He attempts to move in, offering a magarita or some wine. But she’s moved into a more sober pack, sliding behind them, not allowing him access. Tyler’s victory was measly. He lost the big hunt. He joins Brian on the sidelines.

The games continue. The alcohol flows. Tara is out of her element. Wobbly, slurring, an easy prey. Ramiro swoops in and down the hallway into a side room they go. Tara’s too drunk to say no. She’s too drunk to do anything but lie down and watch the ceiling spin. He doesn’t care. He just won. The night’s first conquest goes to him. He leads her out of the bedroom and leaves her at the party. He gets a few envious smiles from the boys, some wishing they had gotten to her first and remembering her for another party, another time. 

Tara isn’t alone by the party’s end. Tonya, Angela and Maria have also lost too many drinking games tonight. An even bigger loss, in a game they didn’t know they were playing, is on the horizon. Deron, Jesse and Matt take advantage, each one raping a girl. Two of them in their apartments after they so “chivalrously” helped them home. Angela didn’t even get that treatment, Matt assaulted her in the stairwell. None of the girls cried out. Each was too drunk or too scared There were some feeble pushoffs, some whimpers, but no words. They were raped by men who planned it prior to the game’s beginning. They were raped by men who used the No. 1 date rape drug - alcohol. 

A good party can be fun, laughter, friends. A drinking game can be entertaining, if unhealthy. But for an alarming number of men, six out of 20, the games are stage for another game. Those six guys start out planning to rape someone, four of them will accomplish their goal. Five of 20 will fondle or kiss a woman without her permission. Those are the numbers. Here is the reality, Deron, Jesse, Matt and Ramiro raped. Tyler and Brian planned to rape. 

The rest of the guys – the 14 who didn’t plan or commit rape – know about the rapists. They watch the strategy unfold, see Ramiro, Deron, Jesse and Matt move swiftly to take advantage of situations they created. The silent 14 permit it. By their smiles, winks, silence, they collude with the rapists. They say yes to the rape game. Their actions must change along with the rapists. They must be educated, emboldened to step forward. They must be taught to speak.

At every party there are rapists. And there are bystanders who let them rape with impunity.

It’s a sad story. A story to tell. A story to reveal. A story to stop. 

