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    We're all in this world seeking happiness, success, and love. And I don't think we should have hide who we are to obtain those things.

Free yourself.
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I'm Bad
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When your biggest fear comes to life

and you get through the days without crying,

that's gotta mean you're a badass, right?

––––––––
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Yes. Yes, I am.
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Too Much
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Too pretty for words.

Too good to believe.

Too fresh of an idea.

Too wild of a dream.

––––––––
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Too kind to comprehend.

Too generous to accept.

Too many faces to track.

Two faced almost would've been nice...

––––––––
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Two letdowns could've been alright.

Two nights of tears could've been forgiven.

Two wasted years would have been a blessing.

––––––––
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But the twos multiplied too many times...

––––––––
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Too many lies.

Too many broken promises.

Too many apologies.

Not even changed behaviors.

––––––––
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The apologies were not genuine.

Why'd he apologize just to do the same fucked up shit again?

He was a master of manipulation. 

––––––––
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I'll never fall for another man like him.
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Secrets
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I've been calling myself mildly depressed.

Perhaps, I'm image obsessed and egotistical.

I don't want to reveal the human in me, the crying little girl.

––––––––
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For just one moment, right now and here, I need to make myself clear. 

Just promise you won't ever bring this conversation up again.

Don't follow up next week. Don't ask how I'm doing.

Just pretend I'm always the happy go lucky gorgeous ass friend.

Don't associate me with this weeping woman.

––––––––
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I'm scared, I'm constantly scared.

My toughness isn't an act, it's me refusing to hit rock bottom again.

One of my biggest fears is that I will go back to that 

and my biggest fear on top of that is that the next time I think of death, I will really follow through with that. 

––––––––
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I've been feeling depressed and alienated.

I might need hugs and I might need to return to my therapist.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





