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Where I come from, we don’t talk to the police. Not now. Not ever. You wouldn’t believe how many hate crimes—how many beatdowns, bodies, and disappearances—go down without a word. If you're gay or trans around here, some folks act like you spit in God’s face just by breathing. And too often, that kind of hate gets answered in blood.

Snitches get stitches. That’s the code. But sometimes, no matter how deep you bury the truth, the blood refuses to stay quiet. It stains the concrete. Screams in silence. Echoes through the block.

The story you’re about to read? It could be any one of those stories.

The place: Somewhere in the Black community. Anywhere in America.
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Bad Blood
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While their mother would be sound asleep from the four different medications she was forced to inhale daily, dad would walk down into his biological children's bedroom where they slept to beat and rape them. While everyone slept cozily in their beds at home, young Lorraine fought for her innocence in the silence of the night. She did all that she could to keep her father from molesting her or sodomizing her younger brother Shane. It would take days for his rectum to stop bleeding.  Some nights if she fought back it would only make the beatings worse. Most of the time she would just let him have his way. She felt like the more that he abused her, the less her little brother would receive.  While his sister was being sexually assaulted, Shane would crawl up into a ball underneath the covers then hold his ears and cry until the real-life boogeyman would leave.  There was nothing he could do to save her. If he dare even tried, his father would beat him black and blue with an extension cord.  He told them that he did these things because he loved them, and if either one of them dared to tell a soul they would never see their mother again.  The horrific cries that came from the bedroom room should have been enough to wake the entire neighborhood, let alone their mother. She was so doped up every day so didn’t even notice the bloodstains on the SpongeBob sheets. Sadly, no one knew a thing about their dad's perverse nature.  

Sometimes, Lorraine felt like they deserved the beatings for being bad in school.  Lorraine hated school and sometimes she would get into fights. The kids made fun of her because she liked to play weird touching games. So she didn’t have many friends. Mostly, she stayed quiet and kept to herself.  One day, while on the playground at school during recess, the teacher noticed bruising in between her legs and called social services. Lorraine finally got the nerve to tell the teacher about her father. It made her mother furious. Lorraine was in trouble for bringing “the law” to her house. As soon as she walked in the door, her mother punched her in the face. 

“You’re a lying ass bitch!  My husband didn’t do those things to you!  You’re just a bitch in heat and now you’re smelling yourself.  You just wanna fuck? Don’t you? Why would my husband do something like that to you when he has me to fulfill his needs! I don’t believe a word you said!” 

“Well, it’s true mama and he does it to Shane, too. I’m telling you the truth! Why would I lie about something like that? I can show the scars on my body. Look, mama!” 

Lorraine lifts her shirt. 

“A father is supposed to discipline his child. There is no way he would do the things you said he did. It’s a sin against nature. What kind of man would fuck his kids? Not the man that I married! He is a man of God!”

“The only god he knows is his dick!” 

SLAP! 

“Don’t you dare say that shit in my house!  So now you think you're grown?  You can just get the fuck out of my house right now. You'll see. I’m gonna let the world teach your no-good ass a lesson.  A good child doesn’t say shit like that about their father or talk to their mother this way. Don’t bother to grab any of the shit that I paid for, Bitch. You’re lucky I don’t snatch the shit off your back for fucking with my husband!” 

“Anywhere would be better than here getting raped every day. I feel sorry for your son, Shane! I’m out!” 
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