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The Man That She Loved, I Need You, and the Gone Heartless Bastards

I.

The night was not made of sky,

it was made of her breathing—

slow, almost afraid to touch the air,

as if the wind itself might break her.

She was thinking of the man that she loved,

the one whose shadow still lingered in the doorway,

long after his footsteps had abandoned the wood.

He had been fire in her cold hands,

the kind of warmth that promised not just comfort,

but a reason to stay alive.

Yet here she was,

counting the spaces between stars

as though they might spell his name.

And somewhere inside,

my own heart whispered, I need you.

Not just in the way that the lonely crave company,

but in the way the dying crave one more day—

a thirst beyond reason,

a wound that bleeds even in the absence of a blade.

II.

The road to leaving was never paved;

it was jagged, cruel,

lined with the ghosts of promises

and the corpses of heartless bastards

who had smiled with teeth made of glass.

I walked it anyway.

I walked away from the heart—

my own,

hers,

the one we had built together like a fragile cathedral

out of whispered prayers and midnight confessions.

When I turned my back,

the air shifted.

The walls seemed taller,

and the night became an accomplice to my sin.

I left her there with the weight of silence,

and I carried my guilt like a fever.

It did not burn me clean.

It only made me sicker.

III.

She loved a man who could hold an entire storm

inside his eyes,

and still smile as if the thunder was

only a lullaby.

But storms are not meant to be tamed;

they break everything they touch,

and I—

I was that storm.

I did not deserve her prayers.

I did not deserve the way she said my name

like it was a hymn that could summon angels.

Still, I took them.

I pocketed her faith like stolen gold

and left her with nothing

but the echo of my voice

in rooms that would never be warm again.

IV.

The heartless bastards—they came after me,

not with weapons,

but with truths I did not want to hear.

They said, You’re no savior,

you’re just another sinner with better lies.

They said, She will forget you.
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