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I hear him coming.
Footsteps on the stairs.
Anger, frustration, rage.
He flings open the door.
He finds me with his eyes.
Then it starts.
Bloody, battered, in pain.
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The soldiers came.
They killed my husband.
One after another they took my dignity.
I prayed for death.





[image: ]Daddy says we have a secret.
He says it's ok the way he touches.
He says it proves he loves me.
This time was different. 
It hurt. I bled. I begged him to stop.
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Tranny, shemale, it. 
They call me horrible names.
A group of men cornered me.
They beat me.
I bled on the street.
I died.
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