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I’ve learned my lesson. He was a monster. I could never break free from this monster. My brother was the only person I cared about and the only one who could assist me, but one day he disappeared and left me nothing except a consoling note. 


It didn’t. 


Every day, night, and second I was here, I missed him. Please take me away. 


to spare me the painful nights.


Dad glanced at me with bloodshot eyes. He was intoxicated once again. I let my eyes drift to the empty beer bottles on the coffee table. He screamed angrily, “Slut, look at me when I talk to you!” and jerked my head to face him.


I took a swallow. Then it began. The nightly thrashing ritual. I often wondered whether the neighbors knew what was going on. They probably did, but chose to ignore it. I must have earned it. Dad grabbed me by the hair and hurled me across the room. I gave a piercing shout and struck the fragile pane of glass. 


When I struck it, it shattered, leaving pieces of glass that cut my back. As I fell to the ground, gasping for air, I heard my father laugh ominously. But this was just the beginning. He took a piece of glass and rammed it into my arm. As the pain blazed through me like lightning, I cried out in fear. 


That had just reopened my previous wound, which was now profusely bleeding. “Please stop, Dad. I groaned in agony and said, “Please.” But all he did was smile and hurl things at me—the scissors, the beer bottles, the flower vase, and everything heavy or sharp. 


Then he stormed out, leaving me lying on the ground, barely conscious.


-


I woke up on the floor of the living room and immediately got up, completely forgetting what had transpired the previous evening. My body ached and my headache throbbed, and I immediately gasped and collapsed against the edge of the sofa. 


* * *






“Bitch, where’s my fucking breakfast?” Dad came thundering from the kitchen. My eyes widened, and I looked at the clock. I woke up late, my god! I flinched as my mind raced over yesterday’s events. I inhaled deeply and cautiously made my way to the kitchen to confront the music.


“I’m sorry, Dad. “I’ll make your breakfast now,” I stammered and hurried into the kitchen. I tried to be as silent as I could, but apparently I did not have the requisite shyness. “You dare! You have no right to yell at me! How can you look at me when you know you didn’t make my breakfast? Dad wiped the last of his hangover across his brow and grinned.


I flinched, tears in my eyes. He slammed me against the wall and took a long breath. “I’ll finish this when I get home.” “Be careful, whore,” he said menacingly. My jaw dropped. Did he growl? 


This time, I ignored it and made his lunch quickly while meeting his high standards. I placed it before him and turned to go upstairs. Before I could, Dad grabbed my arm violently and held me tight. “Don’t you forget, ugly,” he cautioned, and I started crying. No one should approach you, and no one should know what’s happening. You would prefer not to know what might happen to any of your friends. In any case, I have nothing to be concerned about. You’re fat, unattractive, ineffective, stupid, and disgusting. Go out of my sight now. 


Trying to collect my thoughts, I rushed upstairs. Really, that was true. I couldn’t dispute that I was all my father had said I was. I went into the bathroom and wiped away all the dried blood, gasping in pain as the water hit me. 


I stood in front of the mirror and sighed in self-pity. I felt fat and disgusted, even though my ribs were showing. Scars, bruises, and wounds covered my body. I turned around, refusing to look in my reflection any longer. 


I wore a white hoodie and black leggings, and I accessorized with a pair of tattered sneakers. I wanted to dress casually, but how could go covered? I suppose I had to bear the heat for the time being.


I wore my hair down to school as usual. It was a long and challenging journey, especially considering my fresh wounds from yesterday. As soon as I walked inside the school, I could hear slanderous gossip. 


“Oh look, there’s the emo kid.” 


I feel terrible for her. “My god, why does she dress like that?”In reality, the only people involved in this situation were the mean girls at school. I don’t understand why they’ve had it in for me from day one. Keira, the dominant individual, evidently pushed my books onto the floor while I was trying to retrieve them from my locker.


* * *






“Hey whore, watch where you’re going!” 


I bit my lip and picked up my books. The rest of the day went smoothly, except for the persistent bullying. I was always the object of taunts and other things being thrown at me since I was fortunate enough to have at least a few female classmates who hated me. 


I couldn’t take it any longer. I know that some people find me unbearable, and I am responsible for that. But I can’t stand this any longer. So I decided to run away. I wish I could escape from myself as well.


I used to babysit, and my brother used to give me pocket money till he left, so I packed my stuff and went under my bed to get the box containing many thousand dollars. I left the house and headed to the nearest airport before Dad came home from the pub. Not long after, I was sitting on a plane headed for America. 


“Miss? Please get up; we’ve arrived at our destination. The sound of a quiet voice beside me roused me. I rubbed my confused eyes and stared at the kind flight attendant. Indeed, precisely! Now I’m in America. I hastily picked up my bags, gave her a thank-you grin, and turned to go. 


Around nine o’clock at night, I wandered the streets until I found a motel. After purchasing a room, I made the decision to spend the night there, with the intention of searching for a more permanent place to live the following day.


I decided to continue today after feeling refreshed. I packed up my things and left. I soon discovered a rented home. In the morning, I went shopping mostly for food and school materials. I would start working at the local school tomorrow. 


I returned to my apartment due to boredom. The fact that I was finally starting a new life seemed unreal to me. Dad must be furious as hell. I shuddered at the thought. My brother must have also felt the incredible surge of liberation. Thinking of him reminded me of the note he had left behind.


I had to go, dear. I had to make a fresh start. I couldn’t live with him any longer. For you, I’ll be right back. Please wait for me. Love, your brother. He never came back. He didn’t. It’s been three years already. 1095 days. Even though I had trusted him for that little time, my dad’s fingers ripped away my optimism. What does he look like now? What is he doing? Where does he live? All day and all night, I had questions. The overwhelming feeling was not of terrible disappointment, but of longing for my brother.


I don’t remember those days, but he held my hand when we played in the garden, took my hits, and got stronger to defend me. Was I overlooked? I still had him. Every year at midnight on his birthday, I would purchase a cake and blow out the candles, with the hope that he could hear me from across the world. I pretended that I was okay and that I wasn’t alone.


I lifted my sleeve and examined the raised scars on my wrist. I had tried to avoid it. I had tried to keep myself clean and powerful, but how could I accomplish it alone?


Starting school so early was a significant step for me. I felt a bit awkward talking to strangers since I had poor people skills, but I needed an education for the future. 


I couldn’t speak for more than two sentences without stuttering; I was naturally inclined to turn away from everyone who even came in contact with me. I have anxiety attacks as well. I have to think positively, however. Tomorrow would be a new beginning. Nobody would find out about my past. 


At any rate, hopefully. 


* * *






My alarm clock woke me up with a beep. I wiped my eyes in confusion, wondering where in the world I was as the events of the last few days flashed through my mind. When I understood that I could now make my own choices, I smiled a little. I walked to my wardrobe and put on a pair of high-waisted pants and a pink sweater that hung at my waist. Everywhere I went, I wore long sleeves to conceal my scars and bruises.


I left for school. While I was traveling, I received an SMS. 


You’re a total idiot. Do you truly believe that I am so foolish? I know you’re in the United States. I know exactly where you live. I know everything. It’s impossible for you to escape. 


I’ll be right over to pick you up. 


The air left my lungs with a whooshing sound. I glanced desperately at the screen, which was now shaking violently. How long would it take him to get there? How long will I have to endure that dreadful life? Silently, a tear rolled down my cheek. 
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