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Dedication
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For the ones who stayed too long.
For the ones who believed when they shouldn't have had to.
For the ones who gave away their softness
to people who didn’t know how to hold it.
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And most of all—
for the ones who are still learning
that choosing yourself
is not a betrayal.
It’s the beginning
of coming home.
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With love,
Liliana

Author’s Note
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From Liliana Caliente-Cazadora
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There are lies we tell others to protect them.
There are lies we tell ourselves to survive.
And then there are the ones we wrap in velvet—soft, beautiful, and almost believable.
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This book is made of those lies.
And the wild, unruly truths that come after.
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Soft Lies and Wild Truths is not just about love—it’s about the illusions we fall into with open arms, and the brutal honesty that waits on the other side. It’s about longing, betrayal, desire, silence, and the strength it takes to stand in the wreckage and choose yourself.
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These poems are pieces of that journey. Some are whispers. Some are screams. All of them are true, even the ones that started out as lies.
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If you’ve ever loved someone who didn’t stay,
or believed in a future that never arrived,
or silenced your own needs just to be held—
this book is for you.
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Thank you for holding my words.
I hope they hold you back.
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With love and fire,
Liliana
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The First Lie: Hope
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Velvet Promises
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You said the night was made for us,
that the sky had waited its whole life
to wrap itself around our laughter.
And I believed you—
because I wanted to.
Because I needed something to believe in
more than I needed truth.
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Your words came soft,
like velvet against the bruises
I pretended weren’t there.
You spoke in futures—
not the kind that arrive,
but the kind that hover
just close enough to chase.
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We lay in tangled sheets,
your voice dripping honey into my ears,
sweet lies I swallowed like prayer.
You called me your muse,
your miracle,
your reason to start again.
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I memorized the script
you never had to write down.
I knew where to sigh,
when to nod,
how to become the woman
you needed me to be.
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You never promised forever—
not exactly—
but you held me like someone
who believed in it,
and I mistook your arms for truth.
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Some nights, I thought I saw it—
the flicker of something real
behind your eyes,
but it vanished
like the stars you said
were burning just for me.
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You built a home with your hands,
but only in the dark,
where walls were shadows
and doors were never locked.
And when morning came,
it all faded,
like steam on a mirror.
Like a name never said aloud.
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I should’ve asked more questions.
Should’ve noticed the way you blinked
when I said, love.
But I didn’t—
because when velvet wraps around you,
you forget it’s still a rope.
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And even now,
with scars where your words used to rest,
I still remember the warmth.
The softness.
The way your lies felt
almost like love.
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Painted in Moonlight


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


You told me the moonlight made everything softer—
my skin,
your breath,
the guilt in your voice.
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And I believed it,
because I wanted to be something soft for once.
Something worthy of slow touches and quiet praise.
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You painted me in silver,
your words like brushstrokes across my chest,
delicate, deliberate.
Every compliment a color.
Every sigh a frame.
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I was a gallery you visited at night—
lingering,
admiring,
never staying.
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You never said you loved me.
Not in words.
But you stared like I was a secret
you were afraid to keep
and even more afraid to lose.
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You kissed like a man with memories to erase,
like you wanted to forget who you were
by drowning in who I could be.
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We talked in whispers,
as if the daylight might hear
and ruin everything.

––––––––
[image: ]


I memorized the shadows on your face,
thinking they were constellations,
mapping out a future
that only existed
in the space between
your heartbeat
and mine.
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But moonlight is only silver
when you’re not looking too closely.
It fades by morning.
So do men like you.
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And still—
if you asked me to stand there again,
bathed in soft lies and silver light,
I might.
Just for one more painting
you'd never hang.
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A Garden Without Thorns
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You said I was safe with you.
That your heart was a garden,
and I could walk barefoot through it
without bleeding.
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No thorns here,
you whispered—
just roses,
just sun.
Just hands that knew how to hold,
not hurt.
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And I let myself bloom
in the warmth of those words.
I leaned into the breeze
of your affection,
let it carry me,
like petals caught in a summer wind.
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You watered me with praise.
Fed me glances
that felt like miracles
when I’d only ever known drought.
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You never rushed me.
Never raised your voice.
You smiled like sunlight
and touched me like rain—
soft, necessary,
just enough.
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But something in me
knew gardens don’t grow like this.
Not without roots.
Not without effort.
Not without a little pain.
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Still, I wanted to believe.
I wanted to wake in a world
where love didn’t bite
or bruise
or leave.
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So I stepped deeper
into your garden,
ignoring the silence
where soil should’ve been.
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I didn’t see the absence as a warning.
I called it peace.
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I didn’t see the stillness as a lie.
I called it calm.
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I didn’t see you slipping away.
I only saw
roses
without thorns.
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And maybe that was the cruelest lie of all—
to give me something beautiful
with nothing
to hold it
in place.
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The Sound of Your Silence
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It wasn’t what you said
that made me fall.
It was what you didn’t.

––––––––
[image: ]


The silence between your sentences
was a warm place,
a quiet pocket
where I could rest my doubt.
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You held my hand without pulling me close.
You kissed me like you were afraid
you’d forget how.
There was always a pause
before you answered,
like you were editing
before the truth could slip out.
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But I didn’t mind.
Not then.
I told myself it was mystery,
not avoidance.
Depth, not distance.
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I was good at translating nothing
into something—
a shrug into affection,
a sigh into devotion.
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I let your silence speak for you.
And I gave it the kindest voice I knew.

––––––––
[image: ]


The way you looked away
when I asked what you wanted—
I called that shyness.
When you disappeared for days
and returned with tired eyes,
I called that life.
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I filled the gaps in you
with all the pieces I hoped were real.
Built a man out of guesses
and fairy tales
and half-felt touches
that left fingerprints
on my soul.
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You never lied.
Not exactly.
But you never told the truth either.
You just stayed quiet long enough
for me to write the story
I wanted to read.
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And when it ended,
I couldn’t say you broke me—
only that I broke myself
on the sound
of your silence.
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The Second Lie: Forever
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Blueprints for a Life
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You spoke of a house with wide windows
and creaky floors
that would echo with laughter.
Of coffee in the mornings,
your arm around me,
the smell of something warm in the kitchen.
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You didn’t say if.
You said when.
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And that’s how I knew it was love.
Not the flowers.
Not the way your fingers tangled in mine.
But the way you made forever sound
like it already belonged to us.
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We built a life in late-night talks—
a garden,
a dog,
a porch swing for two.
You told me what color you’d paint the walls
and asked what I’d name our first child.
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I said I wasn’t sure
if I even wanted children,
and you just smiled
and said, Maybe you will. With me.
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You carved a future from smoke
and placed it in my hands
like it was real.
And I held it,
believing I could mold it into something solid
if I just loved you hard enough.
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We made plans like blueprints—
clean lines,
measured corners,
a space for everything.
But we forgot to build
the foundation.
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Forgot that someday
a storm might come
and test the walls.
Or maybe
you always knew
you wouldn’t stay long enough
to see the roof go on.
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Now, when I hear someone
talk about their forever,
I want to ask:
Is it real?
Or just something beautiful
you say to pass the time
between the lie
and the leaving?
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Paper Rings and Midnight Wishes
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You never gave me diamonds.
You twisted notebook paper into rings,
slipped them on my finger
like they meant something eternal.
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“This is just until I can afford the real thing,”
you said,
but you looked at me like I already was
your always.
And that was enough.
God, it was enough.
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We made vows under streetlamps,
not stars.
Lit candles on your nightstand
like altars
to a love we swore would last.
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You made a toast with grape soda
and called it champagne,
and I laughed like it didn’t matter—
because it didn’t.
Not then.
Not when I had your eyes on me
like a secret promise.
Not when your voice
was still warm
with wanting me.
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You made me believe
that real love didn’t need gold,
or grand gestures,
or a witness.
Just two hearts
beating in the same direction.
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And I carried that ring in my pocket
for months.
Even after it unraveled.
Even after you started leaving
before morning.
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Because some part of me
still wanted to believe
that you meant it.
That maybe the paper
was just paper—
but the feeling
was something stronger.
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We kissed on sidewalks,
talked about weddings
like they were fairy tales
we could write ourselves.
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You said we didn’t need permission
or a church
or anyone’s blessing
but our own.
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And I wanted that to be true—
wanted it more than I wanted
stability
or proof
or anything that could’ve saved us.
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I still
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