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So unfair the rules they set,

They wanted me to fit their net.

They grabbed my freedom, chained my call,

Then said they did it — out of love, that’s all.
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They told me, “We’ll treat you like our own,”

But their love was only shown in tone.

Their words were sweet, their smiles were lies,

Their expectations scraped the skies.

––––––––
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They made me toil from dawn till night,

And called it good if I did right.

A servant’s hands, a daughter’s name,

Yet nothing equal, all the same.
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They took advantage of my kindness,

Turned every chore into my quiet burden,

Made me carry duties that were never mine—

Only to say, in the end,

That I had done nothing at all.
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No matter how tired I was,

They pushed me to keep working.

They knew I had a job, a life already full—

Yet still they expected every chore,

Every task, to fall on me.

––––––––
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Despite it all, they told the world

They were there to support me.

But I stood alone—stressed, exhausted,

Carrying everything

With no support at all.
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They left me alone in the kitchen every night,

Standing for hours—cleaning, washing,

Scrubbing dishes while the floor waited

With spilled food and crumbs

Only I was meant to sweep.

––––––––
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Meanwhile, they sat together in comfort,

Laughing, watching television,

Enjoying the show—

While I worked in silence,

Unseen and unappreciated.
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I sat on the bed with my laptop open,

Heavy eyelids slowly falling shut.

But they never cared for my exhaustion—

They shook me awake, without a thought,

And told me to get up

And set the dinner for them.
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The Weight of Unseen Burdens
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She learned early that kindness could be mistaken for weakness. Her willingness to help, to accommodate, to give more than she had, became a tool for others to take advantage of her. The chores she did, the tasks she carried, the time she gave—it was never noticed, never appreciated. And when she paused, when she finally reached the limit of her endurance, she was told she had done nothing at all.

Exhaustion became her constant companion. No matter how tired she was, the demands never ceased. They knew she had a job, responsibilities, a life outside their expectations—but that never mattered. She was expected to carry their burdens alongside her own. And still, they presented themselves to the world as supportive, as caring. She knew the truth: she had no support at all.

Nights blurred into long hours of silent labour. She would stand alone in the kitchen, scrubbing dishes and sweeping crumbs she never created, while they sat together, laughing, watching television. The contrast between her reality and theirs was stark. Her labour invisible; their comfort unquestioned.

Even the simplest acts of rest were denied. She would sit on the bed with her laptop open, eyelids heavy with fatigue, only to be woken and told to set dinner. The exhaustion of her body, her need for even a moment of pause, was irrelevant. Their expectations were all that mattered.

Promises of care and familial love were hollow. They told her she would be treated like a daughter, yet every action spoke otherwise. She was never family. She was a servant, a caretaker, someone expected to sacrifice endlessly while they lived fully.

Freedom of choice was stripped away. Every decision, every preference, every small hope she had to live life on her own terms was questioned, interfered with, or dismissed. And when she dared to react, to assert herself, she was blamed. They never faced the mirror of their own actions. They covered up their lies and told her to move on, as if the pain they caused could simply vanish.
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The Invisible Scars
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Living under constant expectation and judgment left marks on her that the outside world could not see. The wounds were not on her skin—they were etched into her heart and mind. Each command, each dismissive word, each unfair comparison chipped away at her sense of self. The exhaustion of her body was only part of it; the real toll was emotional, psychological, and often invisible even to her.

She began to question herself constantly. Was she overreacting? Was she too sensitive? If she felt hurt, did that mean she was wrong? Their manipulation made her doubt her own perception of reality. They spoke with confidence and certainty, framing their actions as normal, as loving—even when they caused pain. And slowly, she started to believe them.
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