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Beep … Beep … Beep!  I awake to an alarming
sound. It doesn’t seem as if it is going to cease so I look around
to try to stop the annoying noise.  Then I realize it's just
an alarm clock.  So I smack it until it turns off and try to
look around the room.  All I can see is pitch-blackness. 
I try to get up off of the bed but I feel pain all over.  I
force myself to walk anyway but I stumble over something lying in
the floor and I hit my forehead on something hard.  I manage
to get back up and I feel my forehead.  Blood is emerging out
rather quickly but I don’t have anything to put over it.  I
hold my hand against my forehead to try slow the excess of blood
coming out.  I crawl on the floor until I find a wall.  I
stand and move along the side until I find a light switch.  I
flick it on as promptly as I can and when I do I see a piece of
cloth lying on the floor.  Therefore I snatch it up as
hurriedly as possible and I fling it around my head to stop the
bleeding.  Surprisingly it slowed right away so I lay on the
floor to calm down.  When I finally calm down and the bleeding
has stopped I feel as if something is different.  I get up and
look around I and notice that this isn’t my room. This isn’t my
room at all so I panic and scream.  Then I hear heavy footfall
of someone running.  I become frightened of what this atrocity
might be and if they kidnapped me and put me here. Their steps
become louder so I hide under the bed.  Then I hear someone
banging on the door to this room.  I start crying and wish I
never screamed.  For a moment the banging stops so I assume
they have given up on trying to break in.  But suddenly I hear
a thud and wood splintering.  They must have tackled the door
down.  I think I am going to die.  Soon someone begins
yelling “Where are you!” and “I am going to kill you!”  I hear
things being thrown and knocked over.  Then I feel someone
grab my leg and jerk me out from under my hiding place.  I
look at the person’s face and it is a man.  He has an insane
gleam in his eye and a grin like he was the devil himself. He says
“There you are.” And the way he says it he sounds as if he were
craziest man alive.  He begins to drag me by my leg on the
ground saying “You can never get any peace around here.”
Furthermore he says “So it’s time for someone to be punished.” I am
practically stunned from what is happening but I cry out “Nooo!”
and he slings my body against the wall and shoats “Shut up, you big
mistake!”  He then opens the door and drags me through the
hall and into another room.  The lights are already on and
it’s obvious whose bedroom it is. Next he raises me off of the
ground and pushes me into a corner. He says “Stay there.” He then
shuts the door and locks it with a key. I guess the lock is on the
outside. He goes over to his closet and gets a couple different
belts. I start crying and he asks me “What’s wrong?” and he
laughs.  Then he says “Since I am in a happy mood today, I’ll
let you choose which belt you’ll be punished with.” I cry and say
“What did I do wrong?” He laughs and says “Well you were born for
one thing.” “You also need to learn to be quiet.” I just kept on
crying. Then he says “Well I guess I get to choose then.” He picked
up his black belt and I curled up into a ball. That didn’t protect
me though. First he struck me really hard in the side which knocked
me over.  He then hit me in the head.  I must have passed
out after that because I don’t remember anything else.  I woke
the next day in what appeared to be a bathroom.  I felt like I
just got hit by a train or two.  I had bruises all over my
arms and legs.  I attempt to stand but I fall back down. 
I try again and I balance myself by holding onto the counter. 
I look in the mirror and I notice that even though there are big
welts all over my face I can see that I am a girl.  Before
yesterday I was a happy teenage guy living with my mom and dad. Now
I am what appears to be an abused teenage girl living with her dad
and no sign of her mom.   None of this makes any
sense.  I don’t understand where I am or who I am. I don’t
understand anything. TO BE CONTINUED   
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