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for everyone who has loved me through silence,  carried me through storms,  
and stood beside me in every fracture and every mending.
Shattered
Russian roulette love  
Six chambers, I hand you the gun 
Say you love me, but I’m scared you’ll run Every click echoes in my chest 
Am I your truth, or just another test? 
I’ve played this game, I know how it ends Smiles turn cold, lovers turn to pretend But I can’t tell if you’re different yet Or if I’m gambling on regret 
This love feels like Russian roulette One pull away from the end I dread Do I trust you, or do I bleed? 
Is it love or just déjà vu I see? 
Every “forever” could be my last breath ’Cause loving you feels like Russian roulette 
You swear your hands are clean this time But I’ve seen the smoke, I’ve heard the lies Ghosts of the past reload in my head Whispering I’ll be betrayed again 
I want to believe, I want to stay 
But the barrels still aimed my way I’m holding on with shaking hands Afraid of things I can’t withstand 
This love feels like Russian roulette One pull away from the end I dread Do I trust you, or do I bleed?
Is it love or just déjà vu I see? 
Every “forever” could be my last breath ’Cause loving you feels like Russian roulette 
Click, silence, I’m still alive 
But how many chances till I don’t survive? I don’t want a bullet wrapped in your kiss Tell me if danger’s all there is 
This love feels like Russian roulette Every heartbeat’s a loaded bet 
Do I trust you, or do I fall? 
Can I survive the weight of it all? 
Every “forever” feels like a threat ’Cause loving you’s my Russian roulette
My weakness 
I’ve been told I have a weakness, That my heart bends for the cruel, They say I feel bad for bad people, Like it’s some kind of broken rule. But you weren’t just a villain, 
You weren’t only what you did 
I’ve seen the boy who flinched at shadows, I’ve slept in the house you hid. 
No one knows the story like I do, They don’t hear the echoes in your walls. They don’t see the ghosts that raised you, Or how your father tried to make you fall. 
I know the pain that shaped your hands, I know the anger in your breath 
You hurt me, but I can’t forget 
The way you’ve carried all that death. 
People only see the bruises, 
they don’t see the silence in your family, How the love was always cracked. I’ve forgiven what I shouldn’t, 
I’ve excused more than I can 
But I still see the child inside you, Even when you became that man. 
You’re the weight I’ll always carry, Even though I’ve set you free, 
And maybe that’s my curse to live with:
Your pain still lives in me. 
No one knows the story like I do, They don’t hear the echoes in your walls. I was broken, but I still remember, You weren’t only what they saw.
Just a little bit more 
I gave you the sunrise, I gave you the rain, I carried your laughter, I carried your pain. And when my hands trembled, my heart still swore, I could always give just a little bit more. 
I gave you my silence, I gave you my fight, I stayed in the shadows to keep you in light. I bent ‘til I shattered, fell down on the floor, and still I gave just a little bit more. 
I gave you my mornings, I gave you my nights, I swallowed my sorrow, I swallowed my pride. I offered my dreams, left them at your door, because I could give just a little bit more. 
I stayed when the silence stretched too long, sang when the world had forgotten the song. I bled into love, and I still wanted more, always reaching, giving just a little bit more. 
I held onto hope that you’d see me there, the pieces I carried, the weight I bear. 
I whispered your name through an open door, always, always, giving just a little bit more.
Like I did 
I want you 
to cry the way I did 
shoulders shaking, 
suffocating on silence, 
wondering how someone you loved could disappear 
so gently. 
I want you 
to punch your walls 
like they’re the only ones 
who understand, 
to feel something break 
that you can’t take back. 
I want you 
to lie awake 
replaying every word 
you didn’t say, 
every time you looked at me and saw a mirror 
instead of a girl. 
I want you 
to beg the universe 
for one more chance 
even if you’d waste it again.
But then, I don’t. God, I don’t. I don’t want you hurting. 
I never did. 
I never wanted you 
to carry the weight 
you put on me. 
I just wanted you 
to see it. 
To care. 
I loved you enough 
To still want peace for you 
even if you didn’t give it to me. Even if you never will. 
So maybe 
I don’t want you to cry. 
Maybe I just want you to feel something that proves I mattered. 
And maybe that’s enough.
Why 
You left bruises where your kisses go, Whispers turned to undertow. 
Said you loved me but was that true? Love don’t leave a neck turned blue. 
You threw me hard, then pulled me near, Bit my skin, then called me dear. Told me “shh,” then made me cry Tell me, why not just let me die? 
I was soft, and you were flame. I still flinch when called my name. You broke me just to feel tall… Why’d you do it at all?
Epilogue  
You told me love was a story, 
But you never said it’d be this long. I read every word, 
Even the ones I didn’t belong  
I stayed on every page, 
Clinging to chapters I should’ve burned. I was the fool with a bookmark, Hoping the ending would turn. 
The spine is cracked from my holding, Your words bled through the years. Every plot twist a knife, 
Every promise soaked in tears. I waited for redemption, 
But you only wrote regret. 
Your story kept me hostage, 
In a tale I can’t forget. 
But you can’t reread a book 
And expect it to change. 
The epilogue stared back at me, Still written the same. 
I kept flipping, 
Kept wishing, 
For a line that wasn’t there. 
But the ink never moved 
You were never gonna care.
Every margin’s full of scribbles, Questions I was too afraid to ask. Why did you write me in, 
If I was never meant to last? The last line hit like a whisper: “It was always gonna end this way.” I held the book tighter, 
But you let it slip away. 
You can’t reread a book 
And expect it to change. 
The epilogue still haunts me, A ghost on every page. 
I kept flipping, 
Kept wishing, 
For a love that wasn’t there. But the ink never moved 
And now I don’t care. 
Close the book, put it down. Walk away from the shelf. 
You were never the author. 
It’s time I write myself.
What about her? 
What about her made you forget about me? Her lips? Her gaze? Her laugh, carefree? Was it the way she held your hand, 
Like she never had to beg to stand? 
Did she whisper sweeter, did she hold you tight? Did she glow like gold in the neon light? Did she make love feel easy, clean and new, Like I never once did that for you? 
Tell me, was I too much or never enough? Did I love too soft, or was it too tough? Did you wake up one day and change your mind, Or did you just need someone easy to find? 
You loved me right up until you didn’t. Until my voice was something you’d rather forget. Until my name didn’t sit right on your tongue. Until my love felt more like a debt. 
What about her made me fade? 
What did she have that I never gave? 
Was I too deep? Was I too much? 
Did I love too hard, did I hold too clutch? There’s a hole in my chest when I see her there, ‘Cause once you met her, I disappeared.
Did she make you feel weightless? Did I make you  drown? 
Did she lift you up while I pulled you down? Or did I just stop being enough, 
The second you got bored of us? 
Maybe it was never about her at all. 
Maybe I could’ve been anyone, 
And you still would’ve let me fall. 
Maybe you don’t love, you just adore, 
Until you don’t want me anymore. 
And maybe that’s not my problem anymore.
Sunsets are proof 
They say sunsets are proof that there’s beauty in endings,  but I never thought endings could feel like this. 
The sky bleeds gold, then fades to gray, 
Like all the words we couldn’t say. 
A fiery glow, a bitter close, 
The kind of beauty no one chose. 
I stood where we began to fall, 
Watched the sun sink, took it all. 
Funny how it burns so bright, 
Right before it leaves the night. 
Sunsets are proof there’s beauty in pain, 
Though it feels like fire in the rain. 
They burn so bright before they’re through, Like the pieces I gave to you. 
I see the colors I once adored, 
But I don’t reach for them anymore. 
Sunsets are proof that endings sting, 
But sometimes they’re the start of everything. 
You were the storm, I chased the calm, 
A fleeting dream inside your palm. 
I held on tight, but slipped away, 
Like dusk that turns the world to gray. 
The horizon stretched, a line of hope, 
But I just clung to broken rope. 
Now I see the sun fall low,
And let the pieces finally go. 
You told me love would never fade, But like the sun, it slips away. 
Forever’s not a place we stay 
It’s found in leaving, found in decay 
It’s not the end of the world, just the day. It’s not the end of love, just the way We swore we’d last but couldn’t fight, The sun sets, and it feels right. 
Sunsets are proof there’s beauty in pain, Though it feels like fire in the rain. They burn so bright before they’re through, Like the pieces I gave to you. 
I see the colors I once adored, 
But I don’t reach for them anymore. Sunsets are proof that endings sting, But sometimes they’re the start of everything. 
And now I walk beneath the sky, 
No longer asking myself why. 
The colors fade, but I still try. 
Sunsets are proof 
We learn to say goodbye.
If my heart could speak  
If my heart could speak, 
it would tell you how it trembles 
when your name brushes past my thoughts, how it races in secret 
and slows when you are near. 
It would confess the way it bends to hold you, even when I shouldn’t, 
how it aches quietly 
for every moment we cannot touch. 
It would whisper the things I cannot say aloud: that I’ve imagined a thousand lives with you, that absence feels like a shadow 
stretching across my chest, 
and that every kiss we’ve stolen still lingers, burning quietly in the corners of me. 
It would plead for patience, 
for courage, 
for honesty, 
and laugh softly at my own stubbornness the way I try to be strong 
while it melts, soft and reckless, 
for you alone. 
And maybe, if it could speak freely, it would simply say:
I am yours, 
even when the world pulls you away, even when I fear losing you, 
even when I wish 
I could be everything you might ever need.
Shaking hands 
I made a plan with shaking hands 
Counted pills like broken glass 
The world went quiet, I almost left 
And you said, “Good. You’re just like the rest.” 
You watched me sink and fed the weight 
Told me dying might make me great 
Said I was nothing, just dead air 
And I believed you, God, I swear 
I wrote your name in the blood coming from my thighs Not as a cry for help, just the last thing before goodbye You said “Do it. Go ahead.” 
Called me worthless, better dead 
I wrote your name in the dark, alone 
’Cause I thought pain was all I’d ever know 
You didn’t just hit, you hollowed me out 
Made me afraid of even the sound 
Of my own heartbeat, of my breath 
Like living meant I owed you death 
I asked for help, and you just laughed 
Told me to try harder, like I hadn’t cracked And when I broke, you watched me bleed Like you were proud of what you’d made of me 
I wrote your name in the blood coming from my thighs
It wasn’t dramatic, it was the truth in red lines You didn’t save me, didn’t even try 
You handed me the knife and looked me in the eye I wrote your name, and I meant to fade 
But somehow, I didn’t. Somehow, I stayed 
Maybe I’m still haunted 
Maybe I still shake 
But I don’t write your name now 
I don’t give you that stake 
You don’t get my ending 
You don’t own this skin 
You told me to die 
But I lived. And that’s where you don’t win. 
I wrote your name in the blood coming from my thighs But I lived to see the day I stopped asking why You are nothing now but dust 
And I am still here, scarred but just 
I wrote your name and then I rose 
Not whole, not healed, but I chose
Every sunrise 
Every sunrise held a promise. 
The sky blazed with soft fire, 
and I believed you 
when you said you’d never let me go. 
The morning light was tender then, spilling warmth over skin 
that had only known cold. 
I thought love was eternal 
because it arrived with the dawn golden, unbroken, 
a horizon I couldn’t stop chasing. 
But every sunrise carries a shadow, and every day must bow to dusk. I learned that even the brightest vows can bleed into gray, 
can sink into the hollow of twilight where silence grows heavier than words. 
Your promises fell like the sun: 
slow at first, a drifting glow I tried to hold, until the sky went black 
and all I could see 
was the shape of what was missing. 
You said forever, 
but forever has an ending,
and mine came in the dark. 
The sunset was the truth you never meant to speak that love can burn, 
that love can blind, 
that love can vanish, 
leaving only the smoke of its ashes. 
Still, the sunrise returns each morning. It does not wait for permission, 
does not ask who deserves its glow. 
It teaches me 
that broken promises cannot stop the light, that even after nights you made endless, the world will blaze again. 
And this time, 
the promise belongs to me.
The monster under my bed 
There was a monster under my bed. I felt the mattress dip when it crawled closer, heard its breath rising from the shadows, smelled the dark like smoke in my lungs. I told myself I was too old for nightmares, but the weight of it said otherwise. 
By day, the monster wore skin. 
He walked in sunlight like a boy, 
and I loved him. 
He had long dark hair that fell into his eyes, two front teeth pointing inward, 
a crooked smile strangers mistook for charm. He stood with his arms crossed, 
or his hands shoved into pockets 
casual, harmless, ordinary. 
But I knew better. 
I knew how his shadow bent over me at night, how his touch bruised, 
how his breath suffocated the air. 
Those hands, those human hands, 
pressed down like claws. 
That crooked smile hid fangs 
no one else could see. 
He lived in the small details 
the tilt of his head,
the way his weight shifted when he stood, the way his presence filled a room. The world saw a boy. 
I learned to see the monster. 
And now I know the truth: 
monsters aren’t faceless. 
They don’t live in fairy tales, 
or hide beneath blankets waiting for children. They have long brown hair and crooked teeth, they laugh in daylight, 
they kiss like promises, 
and then they crawl out after dark. 
The monster under my bed 
was not a dream. 
He was real. 
And I learned what monsters truly are.
Pain walks 
The zombies are my pain. I see it in their rotting mouths, the way they moan my name always hungry, never full. 
Every scar I carry 
shambles back to me 
with broken teeth 
and clawing hands. 
That’s what pain is 
it doesn’t die. 
It just gets back up 
and keeps coming. 
So I fight. 
Every swing of the blade is me saying no. 
Every skull I crush 
is a memory I refuse 
to let own me. 
But pain is a horde. 
Zombies don’t stop, 
and neither do the things I’ve lived through. 
Still, I lift my weapon, 
blood on my face,
fire in my chest. 
If the dead are my pain, then every time I stand, I prove I’m stronger than both.
The living ghost  
You are still alive, 
but you haunt me 
like a house with no locked doors. 
I feel you in the draft 
that curls under the window at night, the one that makes the curtains stir though nothing is open. 
You rattle in my chest 
like coins in an old tin can, 
your name a knock 
that never stops 
echoing down the hall. 
Your shadow pools beneath my bed, creeping into dreams, 
the way fog slips across a lake and never asks permission. 
I see you in the corner of photographs, the blur that shouldn’t be there, the smudge of smoke 
that no one else notices but me. 
You taste like iron on my tongue, like a storm in the air before rain. I breathe you in, 
the way dust lingers
long after the room has been emptied. 
It is a cruel trick of the living to haunt someone like this, 
to leave fingerprints on my skin and echoes in my bones, 
to walk the earth untouched 
while I am still clawing my way out of the grave you dug for me.
Before my name 
When they look at me, 
it’s not my laughter they recall, 
not the freckles scattered across my cheeks, not the tilt of my smile. 
They see him first. 
His shadow inked across my skin, his name pressed into my features like fingerprints that never wash away. 
I wear his memory without choosing it, a mask stitched to my face. 
Before my name, 
they speak his 
as if I am still tethered 
to the gravity of what he did, 
as if my story cannot unfold 
without his shadow 
at the edge of the page. 
And I ache, 
because I am more than his ghost. 
I am laughter spilling at midnight, I am kindness offered to strangers, I am my grandmother’s warmth, 
my sister’s safe place, 
my own pulse steady in my chest.
But still 
before my name, they remember his.
My hell 
They say hell is a place 
a pit, 
a furnace of sinners and flame. 
But my hell had hands, 
and a heartbeat. 
He said my name like a promise, then kept it like a curse. 
They say hell is eternal, 
but mine began the night he looked at me, and I mistook the fire in his eyes for warmth instead of warning. 
He kissed like ignition. 
Spoke like smoke. 
He could turn love into ash 
and call it devotion. 
And I, small and shivering, 
called it home. 
He didn’t need pitchforks or chains. He built my cage out of words, 
sweet ones at first 
then sharp, 
then silence. 
Each lie another lock. 
Each bruise another scripture.
They say you go to hell when you die, but I lived there. 
I learned to measure time 
by how long his temper slept. 
I learned to pray 
to anything that might hear me over the shouting. 
When he left, 
the world went cold 
but at least the burning stopped. 
Still, sometimes, I see his eyes in my dreams that wild, hellish fire 
that promised forever 
and meant destruction. 
So no 
hell is not fire. 
It is memory. 
It is a name I can’t say without shaking. It is the echo of a man 
who made my life burn 
just to feel alive.
Yellow Tape 
There’s tape around my memory now, 
bright yellow, fluttering in the wind of every thought. They say time will clean it up, 
as if blood and trust come out with enough scrubbing, as if I haven’t been rinsing my soul raw just trying to stop remembering how it felt to believe you. 
You said love like a prayer, 
and I answered back like it was gospel. 
But you built your altar out of my silence. You called it affection, 
and I learned too late that surrender and safety aren’t the same thing. 
The girl I was is chalk on the pavement 
outlined, nameless, 
a shape I still step around when I move. 
She doesn’t speak anymore, 
but sometimes I hear her crying under my ribs, asking how something that looked like warmth could burn her down so quietly. 
I hate you in ways that make me tired. 
Not loud, not screaming 
just the dull ache of a bruise 
that never fades all the way out. 
And yet love still ghosts the edges of my thoughts, a haunting I didn’t consent to.
You live in my reflexes now 
in the way I flinch at kindness, 
in the way I scan every room for exits. 
People tell me I’m strong, 
but strength isn’t what I wanted. 
I wanted to still be soft. 
I wanted to keep believing in the simple good of touch. Now even the light feels like interrogation. 
Still 
some nights I find a pulse under all the wreckage. It’s faint, but it’s mine. 
It doesn’t beat for you anymore. 
It beats because I stayed. 
Because I’m still testifying. 
Because the scene is still marked, 
but I’m the one who’s learning 
to walk through it without trembling.
Beige  
Every morning I open the bottle like confession. Beige, number 203. 
A shade close enough to fool the world 
into thinking I am untouched. 
The mirror doesn’t flinch anymore. 
It just waits, 
while I blend over the places 
where his hands once taught my skin to fear itself. Where his kisses should have been. 
Where love should have rested soft, 
not pressed hard enough to bloom purple. 
I dab, and blend, and breathe. 
Circle after circle, 
until the color looks like something human again. Until I can pretend I am just tired, 
just clumsy, 
just anything but what I am. 
The smell of foundation has become a kind of armor chemical and steady, 
stronger than the trembling underneath. Some days it feels like the only thing holding me  together 
is the thin layer between who I was 
and who I have to be to walk outside.
People tell me I look radiant. 
They don’t see how much of me is covered. How much of me is still tender. 
How heavy it is to carry beauty 
that was meant to hide instead of heal. 
By night, I wash it away. 
Watch the sink bloom faintly red and beige. The truth always finds its way back to the surface.
Attendance 
Every morning, 
I take attendance in the mirror. 
Eyes, check. 
Smile, check. 
Heart , fractured, but showing up. 
I tell myself I’m fine. 
Then I remember she existed, 
someone before me, 
someone I can’t stop building in my head. I compare my skin to the memory of hers, even though I’ve never really seen her. She’s an idea  
and I keep losing to it. 
Some mornings, 
I trace the corners of my mouth 
and wonder if they’ve ever curved the right way. 
If my laugh ever felt 
as easy as someone else’s silence. 
I pick myself apart gently, 
like peeling fruit that’s almost gone bad  careful not to admit 
that I’m the one doing the bruising. It’s exhausting,
this quiet competition I never signed up for. I don’t even want to win. 
I just want to stop playing. 
There’s a mirror inside my chest 
that shows me everything I’m not, but lately, 
I’ve been trying to clean the glass. Not to erase her shadow, 
but to see myself clearly again. 
Maybe one day 
I’ll stop asking who’s better. 
Maybe one day 
the reflection will feel like peace.
Unstitched
Do I exist if I don't bleed? 
I press my palms against my ribs, count the spaces, one  by one, 
Trace my nails along my skin, like I could scrape away  the sun. 
I bite my tongue, I hold my breath, ‘til every thought is  sharp and thin, 
Close my fists and count again one, two, three, don’t let  it win. 
Do I exist if I don’t bleed? 
If I don’t break, am I still me? 
The red reminds me I’m alive, 
Is it wrong to need the knife? 
My hands shake, but at least they’re mine, 
The only truth I recognize. 
I dig my thumbs into my wrists, feel the way my pulse  still fights, 
Pinch my skin until it burns, just to know I’m here  tonight. 
I write my name against the wall, but letters blur and slip  away, 
Like maybe I was never real, just something time forgot  to save. 
Do I exist if I don’t bleed? 
If I don’t break, am I still me? 
The red reminds me I’m alive,
Is it wrong to need the knife? 
My hands shake, but at least they’re mine, The only truth I recognize. 
If silence wins, will I be free? 
Or just a ghost of who I’d be? 
I reach for something, but it’s air, 
A quiet voice that isn’t there. 
I press my palms against my ribs, count the spaces, one  by one. 
One, two, three 
I don’t let it win.
Maybe I am 
Sometimes I’ll be sitting in class 
In the shower 
In bed 
And I’ll just think about all the things I’ve done All the mistakes I’ve made 
All the people I’ve hurt 
And I think 
Maybe I am a bad sister 
A bad friend 
A bad daughter 
A bad granddaughter 
A bad girlfriend 
A bad person. 
I didn’t mean to hurt anyone 
But I know I have 
Not in loud, obvious ways 
Just in the quiet choices 
The ones that don’t scream 
But still echo 
Like when I stayed 
Even though I knew I shouldn’t have 
When my heart was already halfway gone But I stayed anyway 
Because I was scared of what would happen if I left Or what it would say about me if I did 
I think about all the times
I tried to protect other people’s feelings By ignoring my own 
And how that just made things worse in the end 
I think about how I smiled when I was hurting How I nodded when I should’ve spoken How I waited for things to fix themselves Instead of facing them head-on 
And I know it doesn’t make me a bad person But still 
Sometimes it feels like it does 
Because I see how people looked at me different Or how they stopped looking at all 
And I can’t blame them 
I can only blame myself 
Even if I was just doing the best I could With what I had in the moment 
I wish I could go back 
Not to change everything 
Just the parts where I betrayed myself The times I shrunk 
The times I stayed silent 
The times I stayed when I should’ve walked away And called that love 
But I sit there 
In class 
In the shower
In bed 
And I think 
Maybe I am a bad person Or maybe I just haven’t learned How to forgive myself
The ink that smears 
I’ve been writing in the margins 
Filling space with nervous lines 
Scribbling love like I might lose it 
Crossing out my better tries 
I speak before I read the moment 
Laugh too loud when you’re not okay And then I see it in your silence 
That I’ve written the wrong thing again today 
I’m sorry for the ink that smears 
The pages stained with doubts and fears For all the drafts where I fall short 
The words I missed, the ones you fought for But I’m still holding tight to this 
Our story’s more than perfect scripts I’ll keep turning through these phases Learning you through unwritten pages 
You need quiet sometimes I miss it I underline the wrong replies 
And I can’t always read your language Though I try to memorize your eyes You don’t need big declarations 
You need someone who sees it first And sometimes all I offer you 
Is love that’s loud when you need soft words  I’m sorry for the ink that smears
For open books that bring you tears For writing over where you’re raw And never asking what you saw But I’ll keep learning how to write The kind of love that holds you right Even when the rhythm changes I’ll still stay for unwritten pages 
You deserve a story written slow No rushing to the end, no folding closed So I’ll trace each line with care and grace 
Until my hands can match your pace If you need to skip ahead 
Or go back to where your heart was fed I’ll meet you there, without defenses With blank space and no pretenses 
I’m sorry for the torn out lines 
The messy parts, the crooked spine But I will write and I will stay 
Even when I lose my way 
This isn’t ink that fades or ages It’s love inside unwritten pages 
You’re the story I keep choosing Even when I fear I’m losing 
I’ll write my love in all the stages I’m yours in every unwritten page
I’m sorry  
I’m sorry for the way I panic, 
For the fear I carry when you’re close. 
Sitting in the passenger seat beside you, 
Still bracing for the crash I know won’t come. 
I’m sorry for assuming you’d leave, 
For thinking love always comes undone. It’s not you it’s the wreckage before you, The lessons I never should’ve learned. 
I’m sorry for thinking you could be like them, For doubting what’s right in front of me. You’re not a storm, you’re not a knife, 
You’re the safest place I’ve ever seen. 
And fuck, I’m just scared 
Of losing something I don’t believe I deserve to keep. 
I’m sorry if I make you carry my ghosts, If I bring too much into your light. 
But I swear I’m trying, I swear I know 
You’re different. You’re right. 
Passenger side, you reach for my hand, 
And I finally start to believe. 
It’s you. 
It’s always been you. 
You’re the only place I ever want to be. 
Am I too much?
I’ve been through too much to pretend I’m okay I smile, I laugh, but it fades right away I overthink, I panic, I push people out Before they ever get the chance to walk away 
I’ve been lied to, used, broken, erased Taught to confuse love with pain 
So now when someone looks at me soft I flinch, 
and I brace. 
It’s not that I don’t trust her, 
it’s not that she’s done me wrong 
It’s just this ache that lives in me 
has been there for too long 
What if I’m too much to hold? 
What if I ruin what could be gold? 
I get attached too fast 
I worry too deep 
I’m scared she’ll wake up one day 
and decide to leave 
Not because she’s cruel 
But because I’m heavy 
And maybe love 
was never meant for someone like me 
I carry baggage I didn’t pack 
Memories that still pull me back
To rooms I couldn’t escape 
To hands that didn’t care 
To voices that called it love 
and left me in despair 
I know she’s not him 
I know this isn’t then 
But my body still trembles 
when she says, “I’m here again” 
Because “forever” was a promise that once meant “until I break you” And I don’t know how to believe that this time it’s not fake too 
What if I’m too much to hold? 
What if she sees all the bruises in my soul? I talk too much 
I feel too loud 
I’m scared she’ll see my mess 
and just walk out 
Not because she means to hurt me But because I’m heavy 
And maybe love 
was never meant for someone like me 
But God, I want her to stay 
Even when I shake 
Even when I fall apart 
I just want someone to love the wreckage Not run from it
Not tear it more Just hold it. 
Just hold me.
A hand that stings 
I don’t want to be a hand that stings, I want to fix what aching brings. 
You’ve been through storms you didn’t deserve, Let me be soft, let me learn to serve. 
You’re not just something to survive, You’re the reason my heart feels alive. And I swear with every breath I have, I’ll love you better than anyone ever has. 
Not with noise, not with pain, 
But with patience when it rains. 
With quiet hands and a steady heart, 
I’ll choose your soul in every part. 
So let them fade, those heavy names, The ones who played their power games. You’re safe with me, no need to ask, I’ll love you better than anyone ever has.
Hands on hips 
I measure love in hands on hips, 
stolen breath and bitten lips. 
If you don’t want me like that, then what am I worth? Am I just skin, just something to take, 
A fragile frame that bends ’til it breaks? 
If I say no, will you still stay? 
I flinch at hands that reach too fast, 
scared of ghosts that hold me back. 
I can’t forget the way it felt, 
to be wanted but not held. 
I was just a moment, a need to fill, 
a name forgotten, a body still. 
Cause I’ve seen love with hungry eyes, 
felt it slip through tangled lies. 
I learned too young that touch can take, 
now I don’t know what’s real, what’s fake. If I keep my body, will you keep me? 
Or am I only worth what I can give for free? 
I don’t wanna be afraid to be adored, 
but every whisper feels like a closing door. If you love me, let me be whole, 
not just the parts you can control. 
I measure love in hands on hips, 
stolen breath and bitten lips. 
But maybe love is more than this.
Maybe love is more than this.
Never the right size  
They say, “Be thin, but don’t be weak,” “Be strong, but don’t let it show too much.” “Have curves, but only in the right places,” “Show skin, but not enough to make them blush.” 
Tight jeans, curled hair, lashes thick with black, Clear skin, soft hands, no stretch marks, no past. High heels clicking, spine held straight, But if we’re too polished, we’re ‘too fake.’ 
Too big, too small, too short, too tall, 
Too much, not enough, “Can’t you see your flaws?” We twist, we shrink, we break, we bend, And still, they ask us to change again. 
We are tired, we are worn, 
But we are more than how we’re adorned. 
They say, “Glow up, but stay natural,” 
“Don’t cake it on, but don’t look bare.” “Stay youthful, don’t age, keep your body tight,” “Have baby-soft skin, but don’t let body hair show  anywhere.” 
Mascara thick, lips lined thin, 
Fingers tired from tucking it in. 
Breathe in deep, hold it tight, 
Just to be told, “You’re not quite right.” Too big, too small, too short, too tall,
Too much, not enough, “Can’t you see your flaws?” We twist, we shrink, we break, we bend, And still, they ask us to change again. 
We are tired, we are worn, 
But we are more than how we’re adorned. 
What if I let my body just be? 
What if I loved what was given to me? 
Not waxed, not painted, not pinched, not pressed, Just me, unfiltered, untouched, undressed. 
No more shrinking, no more shame, 
No more playing a losing game. 
I am here, I am whole, 
And I won’t be carved to fit their mold.
If it heals, was it ever there?  
Scars fade like whispers lost in time, Like the pain was never really mine. Skin knits back, covers the cracks, Like the past never left its tracks. 
But I remember every line, every night, Every breath that burned too bright. If it heals, was it ever there? 
If it fades, does it mean I don’t care? 
I’m sorry, I don’t know what else to do, It’s the only way I know to make it through. It fills me up, it sets me free, 
Then drowns me deep in misery. 
I swear I don’t want to be this way, But I don’t know how else to make it okay. 
Endorphins crash like waves on stone, A moment of peace, then I’m alone. And I know they love me, I see their eyes, But love can’t silence what screams inside. 
I trace old wounds like reading braille, Proof that once, I didn’t prevail. 
If it heals, was it ever there? 
If it fades, does it mean I don’t care? 
I’m sorry, I don’t know what else to do, It’s the only way I know to make it through.
It fills me up, it sets me free, 
Then drowns me deep in misery. I swear I don’t want to be this way, But I don’t know how else to make it okay. 
I know they’d run if they saw the truth, The ink-stained hands, the crimson proof. I wish I could love myself like they do, But I don’t know how, do you? 
If it heals, was it ever real? 
Or just a dream I couldn’t feel? 
I press my hands against my skin, And wonder if I’ll break again.
If I could leave myself  
Sometimes I wish 
I could set myself down 
the way you leave a book 
half-read on a nightstand, 
or a cup of coffee 
grown cold on the windowsill. 
I wonder what it would feel like to walk away from my own skin, to fold myself gently 
like a sweater out of season and tuck me in a drawer 
safe, quiet, untouched. 
I wouldn’t slam the door, 
wouldn’t vanish in anger. 
I’d go softly, 
like a breeze slipping out 
of an open window, 
like sunlight fading at dusk. 
Because there are days 
when it feels easier 
to abandon myself with tenderness than to carry the weight 
of staying.
Kisses 
I never learned how to kiss and keep it light. 
To me, it’s a pulse, 
a brief collapse of distance, a shared breath 
that hums louder than words. 
People tell me it’s simple lips meeting lips, 
no promises, no weight. 
But mine remember everything: the tremor in a jawline, 
the taste of a name unsaid, how nerves hum like live wires just before skin finds skin. 
I don’t kiss my friends for fun. I don’t play pretend with sparks. If my mouth meets yours, it’s because I meant it 
because something in the air stopped running, 
and I wanted to listen. 
Maybe that makes me slow, old-fashioned, 
too careful for the age I’m in. But I’d rather each kiss
be a story that begins than one I have to forget.
Echoes
What is life without if?  
You can’t spell life without if. 
And what is life if not the little things? 
What is life without morning coffee, 
steam rising like a prayer, 
reminding you to breathe? 
Without slipping into soft clothes 
after the weight of a long day, 
or stepping into a sundress 
when the sun finally remembers you? 
What is life without the sound 
of your sister’s laugh, 
bubbling up like music 
that can’t be written down? 
Without watching your grandma walk through the door, her presence softer than any lamp light? 
Without waving to your friends in the hallway, their smiles flashing like small miracles 
in the middle of the ordinary? 
What is life without eating soup 
on a cold fall day, 
the warmth sinking all the way down to your bones? 
Without playing in the snow with your siblings even when you’re too old
and your laughter makes you young again? 
Without family gatherings, 
the house buzzing with voices, 
everyone talking at once, 
and your grandpa cracking jokes 
that make you laugh until you ache, 
even though they’re stupid 
especially because they’re stupid. 
What is life without the small acts 
the brush of makeup across your face each morning, a way of saying I’m here, I’m ready, 
even when you don’t feel it? 
Without favorite songs replayed 
because they never lose their flavor? 
Without freckles you notice only in summer, or the way windows glow 
when the world starts to set? 
What is life without kindness 
offered freely, 
not asking who deserves it, 
only knowing everyone does? 
Without the gentle nod to a stranger, 
without doors held open, 
without love spoken 
in a thousand small languages 
we forget to call love at all?
Life is not made of monuments. 
It is sewn from the smallest stitches: the hug that steadies you, 
the smile that saves you, 
the breath of wind 
that carries the smell of rain. 
Without these, 
life is only letters. 
With them, 
it is everything 
a story worth reading, 
a song worth singing, 
a world worth staying for. 
If I died tomorrow  
I wonder who would sit at my grave the longest if I didn’t wake up tomorrow. 
Not who would send flowers, 
not who would post old photos online, but who would let the grass stain their knees,
who would sit in the silence 
until the silence swallowed them. 
Would it be my grandma, 
who has carried me farther than she ever had to, who tucked me into love as if it were a blanket? Would she trace the stone with trembling fingers, the way she once brushed the hair from my face, and wonder if she had done enough? 
Would it be my mother, 
who stumbled, who loved in fragments, 
who never got it all right 
but who gave me life anyway? 
Would she fold herself against the dirt, 
remembering the hospital room, 
remembering my first cry, 
and wonder how it turned into this silence? 
Would it be my sister, 
my other half, 
the one who never let the dark win without a fight? I can see her there, laughing through tears, 
repeating the jokes that once broke me open with joy, as if she could stitch me back together 
with her voice alone. 
Would it be my brother, 
who bore burdens too heavy for his age, 
who shielded me when the world fell apart, 
who learned how to be a man long before he should have?
I can see him sitting stiff-backed, 
anger burning through grief, 
the kind of anger that hides how much it hurts. 
Would it be my grandpa, 
who never knew how to solve pain 
but knew how to soften it, 
who worried over bills and papers 
but still filled rooms with laughter? 
I can see him talking to the headstone 
like I could still hear him, 
pretending it was just another evening on the couch. 
Or would it be her 
my girlfriend, 
the one who held me through every breaking, who tasted even my failures like they were love, who made a home out of nothing 
but a hug and a laugh? 
I can see her there, 
knees pulled tight to her chest, 
talking to me like I was only a breath away, begging me to come back, 
knowing I wouldn’t. 
I wonder who would sit at my grave the longest. And I wonder if they’d realize 
that their grief would be my proof: 
proof I was loved, 
proof I was real,
proof that my life mattered enough to leave them broken. 
My shadow  
This is my shadow speaking the one you try not to notice, the one always dragging 
behind your feet. 
I am your mirror, 
but not of your face, 
not of the smile 
you practice in glass. 
I hold the weight 
of everything you’ve carried,
every night you thought 
would never end, 
every scream you swallowed 
into silence. 
I was there on the bedroom floor, when the world shook too hard and your chest caved 
under its own ache. 
I leaned against the wall beside you, a dark echo of your curled frame, and though you never looked at me, I never left. 
You call me nothing, 
just absence 
but I know what I’ve seen: 
the way your hands trembled over letters you never sent, 
the way your voice cracked 
in doorways no one remembers, the way you gathered yourself anyway and kept walking. 
I am every scar made invisible, every memory pressed flat under skin, the part of you no one else witnesses. 
I am proof not that you are broken,
but that you have survived. 
And when you step into the fiercest light, so blinding even I dissolve 
remember me not as darkness, 
but as the shape 
of everything you endured, 
everything you are still carrying, and everything you never have to carry alone again. 
The silence after betrayel  
The silence after betrayal 
settles into the body first. 
Knees buckle, 
as if the truth itself is weight 
pressing down from the ceiling. Hands tremble, 
unable to decide whether to reach out or close into fists. 
The chest hollows 
a sharp ache blooming like frostbite, spreading through the ribs 
until every breath feels borrowed. Tears swell, 
not falling yet, 
just burning at the edges of the eyes like glass waiting to shatter.
The stomach twists, 
as if it knows before the mind does, as if betrayal sours the blood itself. The throat closes, 
words jammed like broken glass that can never be spoken clean. 
And in the middle of it all 
the heart stutters, 
pauses in that awful silence between one beat and the next, as though it isn’t sure 
if it wants to keep going.
If ghosts are real  
If ghosts are real, 
I hope they can still smell the bread rising, warm air curling through the kitchen like a familiar embrace. 
I hope they can hear soup bubbling 
on a gray autumn evening, 
or the click of silverware 
laid gently on the table. 
If ghosts are real, 
I want them to feel the hush 
of snowfall outside the window, 
to trace patterns in the frost 
the way they once did with their breath. 
Maybe they linger in grocery store aisles, running their fingers along the labels, remembering which cereal 
we used to fight over. 
Maybe they sit quietly in the corner of a room, where laughter bounces against the walls, smiling at the way 
life continues in little things. 
If ghosts are real, 
I don’t think they haunt out of sorrow. I think they stay for the scent of morning coffee,
the taste of apples in October, the sound of a familiar voice 
singing softly to itself in another room. 
If ghosts are real, 
I hope they still love the world the way we do.
Grace
Stargazers 
You aren’t the moon or a single flame, 
You’re the whole sky whispering my name. A thousand lights I never knew I needed, But now that I’ve seen them, I’ve stopped believing In empty nights. 
You filled the dark with meaning. 
You don’t even try to shine  
You just exist, 
And suddenly, the stars align. 
You laugh, and I trace it like a comet’s trail, Soft and golden, slow and pale. 
The way you speak, it’s like starlight bends Just to touch the parts of me I forget to mend. You don’t know the way your kindness burns Like distant suns that never ask to be returned. 
You are the constellation I memorize nightly, Your smile a compass, your voice a galaxy. I look up, and there you are  
Not far, just quietly 
Holding the sky in the shape of “I love you.” And every night, 
I find something new. 
You never asked to be seen like this  
Like mythology and meteor kiss.
But there’s something ancient in the way you care, Like the universe left fingerprints in your hair. And I keep looking up, 
Like your gaze is a telescope, pulling me close. 
Even in silence, you echo through me, A still supernova, bright and unruly. 
You’re not a fleeting wish on fire, 
You’re the map, the myth, the quiet choir That sings in stars across my chest 
Every time you rest your head and just exist. 
You are the constellation I never stop tracing, Even daylight can’t keep me from facing The truth: 
I love you like stargazers love distance  Not because it’s far, 
But because it’s persistent. 
And every time I look at you, 
The sky rearranges, 
And I fall for the stars 
You don’t know you’re making.
Battle gear 
I wore my skin like battle gear 
Every glance, a thing to fear 
Learned to harden, learned to hide Built a fortress deep inside 
They never asked, they always took Read my body like a book 
With greedy hands, with quiet lies And left me armored in disguise 
I flinched at love, I braced for pain I never let them see the strain 
My voice grew quiet, my heart grew thin They touched my body, not within 
But she, she never forced the key She waited there and let me be 
She held the hurt, she held it right And helped me loosen every fight 
My skin isn’t armor anymore 
I’m not a castle or a war 
I don’t need walls to feel secure I’ve found a love that’s soft and sure 
She sees the places I would hide She doesn’t run, she doesn’t pry She lays her hand across the scar
And says, “I love you as you are” 
She doesn’t take what I don’t give She lets my quiet start to live 
And every time she speaks my name It doesn’t echo back with shame 
She doesn’t flinch when I fall down She doesn’t see me as a crown She walks beside me, step by step And holds the space where I once wept 
My skin isn’t armor anymore 
I’m not a secret to ignore 
I’m not a wound, I’m not a mask I’m not some girl they didn’t ask 
She touches me like morning air Like I’ve been fragile, and she cares And in her arms, I rest, not fight For once, my body feels like light 
I used to think love meant control Another hand, another toll 
But she just lets me be the flame And never once has asked for blame 
She sees my skin, but not as prize She sees my soul beneath my eyes And when she looks, I don’t defend
