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First Burn

It took 5 months for me to finally agree to meet. Broken from the past, I learned to treat people with extreme caution. I didn’t want any more pain. I wasn’t necessarily looking for happiness, just less pain. I didn’t expect much. Maybe nothing at all but then I saw your face. It took one look, one time, one kiss, one touch. One moment. One moment to know that I wanted to hold onto you for a little longer. The way we listened to 7 years in that white Elantra. The way you slowly let your walls crumble down exclusively for me. It was so beautiful to witness. The flourishing of emotion, vulnerability. A butterfly slowly emerging from its safe place, out in the open taking a risk at love. At loving and being loved. 
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