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I'm Maria, and I live in a two-parent home. On the outside, it looks like the ideal family, but on the inside it’s a completely different story.  I live with my mother, Norah Jules. She’s about one hundred and fifty pounds, brown skin, with long black hair. If you didn’t know her, you’d think she was the sweetest mother, but looks are deceiving. 

As far as my father, Will goes, where do I begin? He’s nothing short of the worst father ever, but again, if you were on the outside looking in, you wouldn’t know that.  He is a tall dark man, not too skinny, maybe a little muscular. 

Everyone loved him, well except for me of course.  I live on the inside, so I know both of them very well. As for me, I’m only sixteen, about four foot eleven inches tall, one hundred and thirty pounds, caramel complexion, with long curly hair, and my life is nothing short of a nightmare. 

I live in Brooklyn, NY. Every day I pray things would change. I can't wait to go to college; at least then I'll be free.

“Maria, what the fuck are you in there doing? Your ass is gonna be late for school and I promise you if you miss that bus I’ma whoop that ass to the point you won’t be able to sit down!” Noah yelled.

Here we go, Maria thought to herself.

Maria's mother had her at sixteen. She was very promiscuous and had no real guidance. Her father got killed in a botched robbery when she was eleven and after that happened, her mother Nola just gave up on life. Unfortunately, Norah had to raise herself. She grew up faster than a normal eleven-year-old should. Her mother was always drunk. There were nights when Norah would come home and have to clean her mother up from her own feces and vomit. She always said if she had kids their lives would be better. If only Norah would have stuck to her promise.

“Ok Mama, I'm leaving now,” Maria said.

Maria made that statement with no sarcasm or rude tone at all but to Norah it seemed as if it was said disrespectfully. Maria didn't even see the slap coming nor did she expect the punch to the stomach to follow. 

“Bitch, let this be the last time I tell you to watch your tone with me,” Norah threatened.

Maria said nothing, she just held her stomach grabbed her book bag and walked out the door. By the time she got outside she had already missed the bus. Fortunately for her, it was a good thing her bus was around the corner—she didn’t have to go in and tell her mother. She chose to just run to the next bus stop. Maria made it just in time. The whole ride to school she thought about how she could run away. Where would she go? Who would help her? School was her only safe haven. She dreaded when the clock said two o'clock. She knew what she was in for depending on which parent was home. When the bell rang her heart dropped. Why does time pass so fast when misery awaits? Maria wondered.

Maria t ook her time walking home. She needed time to prepare herself for whatever was in store for her when she finally reached her steps. She stopped to take a deep breath first before walking in. 

“Mama I’m.....” was all Maria got out before Norah was all over her.

“What the fuck took you so long bitch! Now, I’m late for work.” 

“I stayed after to do my homework so I wouldn't have any when I got home,” Maria insisted, “If you could give me a key...”

Norah slapped her and Maria’s face turned in slow motion. Her eyes were tempted to water but her tears held on, refusing to fall down her face. “Bitch, you will never get a key to my house so you and your little fast ass friends can have boys in here. Try again.”

The problem with Norah was that she couldn't see that Maria was nothing like her at all. She's a straight ‘A’ student despite her home life and her dream is to become a criminal justice lawyer. Deep inside, Maria believed her mother hated her because she turned out to be what she could never be.  aria paid for it every day of her life, no fault of her own. 

“Your father will be here in a few so you go ahead and be slick if you want to,” Norah played her last card and threatened Maria to keep her in line.

Maria would take the abuse from her mother any day compared to what she had to deal with when Will came home. She never called him father, dad, daddy, or anything of the sort; and why should she when he fucked her like she was his woman instead of his daughter. 

Maria's father had been molesting her since she was nine years old. She never told anyone—how could she when Will wasn't the only one. Maria recalled several times Will brought his friends home and forced her to have sex with them. There were times he would have someone waiting in the living room to take turns with her. The one she remembers most is Quan. He cried the whole time and kept apologizing. He was the son of one of the many perverts Will brought home. She couldn’t even hate him because she felt bad for him even though he was violating her. After he was done he said sorry and asked for forgiveness. Maria had no one to turn to. Maria believed Will when he told her that if she told anyone she would suffer—whatever that meant. She knew whatever ‘it’ was it would be bad coming from him, so she just silently endured it all. 

At that moment in time, Will walked in and yelled her name three times. She knew what she was in for when Will called her name like that and it wasn’t good. 

“Yes Will?” Maria answered.

“The next time I call you, your ass better move faster. You know what time it is, get them clothes off.” Will commanded. Maria moved slow as possible, hoping for once something would happen to detour Will but as usual it didn't. “Now lie on the bed and stop acting like you don't know what to do. You should be used to this.” Will wasted no time getting on top of her. He penetrated Maria—making his presence known with each thrust. Maria’s involuntary wetness only continued to encourage him to keep moving forward—that he was doing a good thing. Maria couldn't wait till it was over. “I said it before and I'll say again, you will always be better than your mother.” 

Maria was disgusted. How can a man, not just any man, but your father say and do the things Will does to her? No grown man should do that to a child, let alone his child.

“Keep those legs open, daddy wants a taste,” Will continued to grunt as his pace inside of her quickened. Maria squeezed her legs tight together but Will would just pulled them apart like always. After what felt like eternity, Will finally finished—relieving himself between her legs. “Get up and go clean yourself up. I’m going to cook dinner. What you want?”

Oh now he cares, Maria thought sarcastically as she laid down for a while. She could still feel her father on top of her—making her into his woman. Maria ignored Will. He can't be serious, she thought. When Will finally walked out the room Maria called her granny.

“Hey suga, how are you?” Her Granny sang into the phone.

Maria didn’t match her enthusiasm. “Ummm Granny, I just need to get out of here for a little while.”

“Say say no more,” Granny responded quickly. She could sense the urgency on her part and decided she needed to get money. “I'm on my way.” 

“Maria!!” Will yelled, not giving a damn that Maria was on the phone.

“What!!” Maria was annoyed when she hung up the phone.

“Don’t what me little bitch. Didn't I tell you what goes on in here stays in here?”

“Yes, why are you telling me that?” 

“I heard you call Nola. I promise you if she comes at me with anything, you already know what time it is.”

Maria shook her head as she turned away. She knew that Will didn't have a great childhood either. His father molested him and his sister up until the day Will got tired and shot and killed his father. Even when he explained to the judge why he did what he did, he still did a couple years in juvie. Knowing this, Maria couldn't understand why Will does what he does to her. If anything, a father should wanna protect his daughter from men like him but instead she needs protection from him.

After waiting a while, Maria finally answered him, “I didn't tell her anything. I just asked her to pick me up.” Maria pushed her limits with Will because he didn't hit her. 

“I hope you told Norah.” Will continued to rant.

No, but I'm sure you will, Maria thought to herself as she walked out to meet Granny who had just pulled up.

“Hi Granny.”

“Hi baby.”

“Granny, maybe I should just stay here. I know Mama is gonna flip out because I called you and I'm sure he's on the phone with her now.” 

“Baby don't worry, I got you.” 

“Thanks Granny.”

The phone rings. Granny and Maria hadn’t stepped two feet into their house. Granny shook her head because without picking up the phone, she already knew who it was. “Hello?” she asked agitated.

“Bring that little bitch back home now!”

How did I know it was her? “Why Norah?” She asked, already frustrated with the conversation.

“Will told me she called you, and you gonna go and lie for her. Don't try and be a mother with my daughter.” 

“I’m not bringing her home. She’s staying with me tonight and tell that thing she calls a father try being a father for once.” 

“I don't care what you’re saying. Bring her home and if you don't, I'll come get her and it's gonna be worse.” 

“Don't come to my house with that bullshit.” 

“Granny,” Maria interrupted, “just take me home because it's just gonna be worse tomorrow.” 

Granny shook her head. She hated the idea of sending Maria back to Satan’s house but what could she do? Like it or not, Norah was the girl’s mother and until Granny figured out something legal that would allow her to keep Maria permanently—she’d have to comply with the demand. They pull up in front of the house twenty minutes later. Norah was on the porch waiting. 

“Go home Nola, this ain't got nothing to do with you.” Norah demanded.

Granny got in her daughter’s face, “Norah don't hit that girl!” 

“She's my child, I’ll do what I want with her.” Norah snatched Maria by her arm and yanked her toward the door, “Get your ass in here.”

“You touch her and I'll call DCF.” Granny threatened. 

“Go ahead Mama, somebody shoulda called 'em on you. Maybe I wouldn't have turned out the way I did." Norah slammed the door "Maria! Get your fucking ass in here now!"

Maria was scared, she knew what was coming. 

“Yes ma'am." 

Before Maria could move Norah punched her in the face. 

“You wanna be grown bitch? Fight like you grown then." Maria fell and Norah started kicking her. "Get up bitch, and fight back." Maria just laid in a fetal position until Norah was done kicking and punching her. “Now get the fuck out of my face." Maria could barely move. "Go before I hit you again!"

"Damn bae, I know you mad, but that was drastic." Will said as he watched from the sidelines.

"Shut up, Will. I'm sick of that l'il bitch always being grown. Bitch you ain't grown!"

Maria was in so much pain she could barely move. It's a good thing they were on school vacation otherwise she would be all messed up trying to go to school. On the flipside though, they would call DCF.

Norah rushed around the apartment getting her uniform together for work. “I gotta go back to work tonight, and if you even fix your face to roll your eyes at him and he calls me, I’m fucking you up again. Well, I'm about to go.”

“She gonna be straight in here by herself.” Will smirked. He brought the cold drink to his lips and took a sip.

“She better because if she even think to do something stupid she gonna regret it.”

No sense in calling Granny she can't help me. Lord, why haven't you taken me out of this misery yet? Why are you making me suffer? What did I do to deserve this? Maria wondered.

Maria finally fell asleep about three in the morning. She heard Will fumbling with his keys. He was too drunk so he started banging on the door. Her first thought was to let him sit out there but then she would have to deal with her mother. 

“Who is it?” Maria asked, already knowing the answer.

“It's me, Will. Maria, you know who the hell it is!" Reluctantly, she opened the door, “About damn time.” Maria tried to walk away from Will when he grabbed her right arm—bringer her within inches of him. She could smell the mixture of Zest and Old Spice yet the stench of sex overpowered him, making him unclean. "Where you going?" Will inquired, as he brought her closer to him.

“I'm going back to bed,” Maria said as she tried to pry his strong, vice grip-like hands from her slender arms, “Get off me.”

“Not until Daddy gets a taste.” Will insisted. 

“I can't take this anymore. You’re my father. No father does this to his daughter.” 

“Shut up!” Will gritted through his teeth. “And get in your room now!”

Maria ran to her room and shut the door. Seconds later, Will bust the door open. “Didn't we say no closed doors in this house? Now let’s go, I’m horny.” 

“Leave me alone!” Maria yelled, “Get out of my room!" 

Will tossed Maria on the bed like a Raggedy Ann doll and grabbed her foot. In no time, he had a dominant position over her and was prying her legs open—eyeing her like she was the butter dripping from a cracked crab leg.  “What you screaming for? It ain't in yet and nobody can hear you.”

Maria couldn’t help but look down at the man-monster that’d been giving her grief for years. The way it danced and glistened as it grew from Will’s pubic hairs for a brief second caused her to understand how her mother and other women fell for him. It was pretty and juicy—better than Oscar Myer wiener. It was when Will used his tool to do damage to his daughter that the muscle between Will’s legs became the most heinous thing on earth.

“Will, I swear I'll tell Mama this time,” Maria mustered up the strength to warn Will but he didn’t listen, nor did he care. He had his way with Maria anyway. He knew that Maria wouldn’t tell and even if she did, Norah would take his word over Maria’s any day. “Will please don't do this.”  Maria pleaded, “Please Daddy, don't.”

Maria thought if she called him Daddy it would work—she was wrong.

"Shh.... don't say nothing." Will barely got the words out while moaning as he gyrated his hips and put all of his energy into the sensations his thing was feeling. The sweat dripping from his body and the smell of the work he was putting in only encouraged him to keep a steady beat. While Will focused on racing the bed springs going up and down, all Maria could do was cry. “Damn this l’il pussy is so tight, just like I
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