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    For the ones who survived their own flames. And for Grayson, who keeps mine burning.
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And so the fire begins.
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Heartbreak  

Love undone  
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Too Easy to Leave

I gave you pieces of me

I didn’t know were mine to give.

I opened doors in my chest

I thought were locked forever.

I held you in my quiet moments,

in the spaces where no one could see.

I whispered my truth,

trusted you not to break it.

And you

you walked through like it was nothing.

Like my heart was a house

you could come and go as you pleased.

I stayed.

Even when your hands were cold,

even when your words cut sharper than knives.

I stayed.

Because leaving felt impossible,

even when every fiber of me screamed to run.

I stayed too long,

believing love was enough to bind you,

that my loyalty could patch the cracks

you widened with every careless step.

But love isn’t enough.

Not when your absence feels heavier

than your presence.

Not when I bend to fit your world

and forget how to be my own.

I stayed...

Because letting go

was harder than the pain I carried.

And maybe that’s the truth

sometimes,

we stay

because we are too easy to leave,

too easy to break,

too easy to love when we shouldn’t.

When You Didn’t Stay

I kept waiting for gentle,

but the gentle only came

for brief periods of time

in between the ache.

When it was good,

it was great

unbelievably amazing

but the pain isn’t something

that I can just -poof- erase.

And after all the pain,

you ask me to pretend

that it didn’t leave a mark.

That I can just start over,

that I should want to.

But I can’t unfeel

the nights I cried,

the times I begged you

to just care

to just see me

and stay.

You didn’t.

And that’s what stays.

The way you’d leave me bleeding

and come back like nothing happened,

expecting me to be grateful

you returned at all.

You said you loved me,

but love doesn’t come

with conditions or cruelty.

Love doesn’t vanish

when things get hard.

You taught me that sometimes

the one you love,

is the same one who burns it all down

and calls it love.

So no,

I’m not angry anymore.

Just tired.

Tired of loving someone

who only ever half-loved me back.

You didn’t stay.

But I did.

And that’s how I learned

that survival sometimes means

walking away from the fire

you kept lighting

in my name.

Not Me, Just Hurt

I said I wasn’t ready,

said it time and again,

But neither of us let me hold my ground back then. 

I needed space, 

but I gave in too fast.

Let the weight of your love drag me back to the past.

I know I fucked up,

I know I gave in.

I let him back in,

once again.

That doesn’t mean I don’t love you.

I validated your pain...

while you ignored mine.

Why say we’d try,

just to break me inside

Just to watch me unravel,

while I tried to survive?

You said you forgave me,

but treated me low.

Like I’m just a burden you don’t want to know.

You looked at my wounds and just picked at the skin,

Like hurting me helped you feel better again.

You turned my survival into a sin,

Acted like I should be fine while you tore me within.

I stayed too long,

thinking love meant pain,

letting your storms soak through every vein.

If my mistakes made you see me as less,

Why say “forgiven” while leaving me wrecked?

you didn’t just yell,

or twist what I said

You hit below every bruise that I’ve bled.

And those were the moments I couldn’t stay tame

In those seconds,

you’d set my heart aflame.

Part 2 of Not me, Just Hurt: The Fire You Made

(Full-blown rage, the kind you taste in your throat)

You poked and pried,

then said “Calm down”

You love to watch me start to drown.

You tore me down with sharpened lines,

It felt like you were waiting for me to lose my mind.

I tried to talk,

to tell you the truth,

But you twisted my words and called it proof.

Every plea turned into a fight,

And somehow,

I was never right.

You lit the match,

then blamed the flame,

Called me crazy,

called me names.

You pushed and pushed,

knowing how I snap,

I feel like I’m the villain that fell in your trap.

You say I’m heartless,

unloved,

and cruel,

But I was a fire,

and you brought fuel.

I begged for peace,

I begged to be seen

You painted me vicious for daring to scream.

“It’s no wonder no one loves you at all,

It’s your fucking fault—you caused it all.”

Those words—like knives,

they cut so deep,

Planting wounds that never sleep.

You pinned the guilt like sharpened darts,

But I’m not just the sum of broken parts.

You tore me down and walked away

I was still here.

I wanted to stay.

And YES,

I lashed out,

But pain’s a two-way street,

no doubt.

You pushed me deep,

then turned away,

Left me drowning in the fray.

You said I’m selfish,

cold,

and mean,

But you don’t see the cracks between.

You throw your stones,

then hide your hands,

Leaving me to make my stand.

I hate the girl that I become

But she fights back, she won’t succumb.

That’s not me,

I’ll rise again,

From ashes,

stronger than back then.

We Can’t Fix The Crack

You say its love,

but love  shouldn’t feel

like carrying a storm inside my chest.

It shouldn’t feel like holding my breath

just to keep the peace,

or walking on glass to stay close to you.

You called it passion but it's really pain,

We’ve dressed up in memory and need.

We keep trying to fix whats already cracked 

Keep patching holes with

"I miss you's" and half healed Promises.

But love isn’t supposed to break me to prove it’s real

It isn’t supposed to feel like begging

for a version of you that no longer exists,

and still I stay

I keep reaching for the warmth that burned me first

Keep holding the weight of something 

that no longer holds me back 

Because letting go,

sometimes hurts worse

than being held wrong.

What’s Left of Me

I told myself it wasn’t real

the bruise, the scream, the way you steal

my breath,

my voice,

the light I kept,

then blame me when you finally wept.

You shattered doors and shattered glass,

then kissed my forehead as you passed.

You screamed so loud,

then held me near

as if chaos proved that love was here.

You said I made you angry

Said I “pushed too far,”

like I was just a button, not a war.

You told me I was nothing,

then cried,

“You’re mine,”

and I held on,

swallowing every sign.

I wore your rage like secret ink,

a stitched-up silence at the brink.

I covered up the damage to keep you close,

to let your hands warm mine—then froze.

I learned your footsteps,

mapped your storms,
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