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​THE ONE WAY I FELT LIKE MYSELF AROUND YOU
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I.

There are some truths that don’t arrive all at once.

They drip, quietly, like water finding its way through stone,

patient, inevitable,

and I think that’s how this one lived inside me—

silent, shapeless,

waiting for the right moment to breathe.

Because I didn’t know it at first,

not when I was stumbling through my own days,

not when my voice felt borrowed

and my hands felt like they belonged to someone I was pretending to be.

I simply lived.

Or something that looked close enough to living

to fool the world around me.

But inside, I was fading at the edges,

like a photograph left too long in the sun.

Then you walked in.

Not like a miracle.

Not like a fire.

Not like a thunderstorm.

You entered my life

like someone opening a window

in a room I’d forgotten had air.

I didn’t recognize myself in the mirror those days.

But I recognized myself in the way I looked at you.

And that was the beginning.

II.

There is something devastating

about realizing how much of yourself you lost

only when someone finally makes you feel whole again.

You didn’t do anything special—

you didn’t lift mountains or drag stars down from their pedestals.

You just spoke to me.

You looked at me with the kind of eyes

that made me feel like I wasn’t a distortion,

like I wasn’t a cracked reflection.

You laughed at something I said,

and suddenly I remembered

that my voice was capable of creating light.

I had forgotten that.

You touched my shoulder

in that casual, effortless way people do

when they’re not afraid of breaking anything,

and something inside me—

something rusted over, something long abandoned—

shifted, loosened,

came undone.

You taught me how to be human again

without ever knowing you were teaching anything at all.

III.

I used to think love was a loud thing.

All fireworks,

all declarations,

all the violent electricity of two lives colliding.

But with you,

it was quiet.

Painfully quiet.

A stillness I didn’t know how to hold in my hands.

It was the feeling of breathing normally

for the first time in years.

Of not shrinking myself to fit a room.

Of not apologizing just for existing in it.

Around you, I could simply be.

No disguise.

No performance.

No carefully constructed version of myself

built from the pieces I thought other people would like.

You didn’t ask me to be anything.

You didn’t demand that I shine

or impress

or pretend.

You let me exist.

And somehow, that was enough.

It takes a certain kind of gentle person

to make someone else feel real again.

And you were that for me—

the one place where I wasn’t trying to outrun my own shadow.

IV.

I don’t know how to explain it

except to say that I didn’t feel like a stranger in my own body

when I was with you.

It was like the bones inside me aligned,

like the world tilted back into place.

Like I could finally hear my own heartbeat

instead of the echo of fear that usually drowned it out.

Before you,

I was a collection of forced smiles

and unfinished dreams

and half-spoken sentences

that never found a safe place to land.

With you,

every word felt like it belonged somewhere.

Every breath had a purpose.

Every silence felt meaningful

instead of empty.

You carved a space for me

without ever knowing you were doing it—

a space where I felt like myself,

unafraid of the softness I kept hidden,

unashamed of the broken pieces

that made me who I was.

V.

There are moments I replay in my mind

not because they were extraordinary
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