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I used to be alive. I am more alive than I am today. I used to feel something. I used to be happy. I used to have a life and meaning. I used to be someone. Wherever you go through with something, there is never any going back. There's no time machine to help me fix what can't be unfixed, but I wish there were a way. I wish I had never let things get this bad... but they did.

My story doesn't begin at age eighteen. That was only when things got serious for me, but the fact is, my account started much earlier in my life" when I was young.

This story started when I was a baby. Let's go back to when I was born. My birth mom was pushing the living hell out of her placenta as I squirmed out of her body. I don't know the whole story of how I got here. I only know parts of it, but I can only imagine my father fucking the living daylights out of my mother and saying bye bitch, as he rode off in one of the many limos. Good for him, too.

On the other hand, my birth mom was a drug and alcohol abuser. She practically took whatever she could find, got her hands on, and drank 'till she dropped, which is why I was adopted.

Adopted.

At four years old, I had a crush on Chase. I remember a few times harassing him. He would hang out at the basketball court, and I would approach him with the most annoying amount of pride I could muster and scratch his arms with my fingernails. His parents, specifically his father, got furious and placed a restraining order against me so I would NEVER set foot on their farm again. He was my first crush—at least my first memory of one.

I still remember him, and that means it bothers me. There was something about the way I was treated at the private school that made my blood boil. I became an outcast everywhere I went, but this school was the first place it happened - in a religious school of all areas. I shouldn't expect anything less.

When I was six, they diagnosed me with bipolar disorder after investigating my fight with a girl named Uri, who ruled me as the main instigator and bully. They didn't understand, and I couldn't explain, that I was a victim, too. She was just as much of a bully as I was, starting fights with me, pushing me until I broke, manipulating me until I got violent with her. In their eyes, I was the biggest issue. They never saw the scared kid trying to hide from more extensive problems than he could vocalize. If only the older me had spoken up for the younger me that day and told them what was happening, maybe all this could have been avoided. 

I could have had a better teacher at the school. That was at least what my grandmother explained to me.

She would treat me like a child slave, making me clean the classroom for fun, and after, she would put me in the corner and make me quiet. My grandma explained that I was a very bright kid, but she never let me show it off in front of the students and made me look stupid while shaming me. One day, however, I got mad as I did in preschool, pulling over the paint trays; however, this time, it was the bookcase and a few items on the desks, and the police showed up.

I was expelled from that school, having no choice but to be sent to a school for kids with disabilities and behavioral issues, where I graduated ten years later. 

A few years passed. I was ten, maybe eleven. I was a kid fascinated with the world of storytelling, world-building, science, experimenting, and imagination, and it's where I first fostered my love for Superheroes.  

I was a primarily good kid with behavioral issues. Or, at least, I tried to be, but I was a monster at home, and nobody understood why, not even myself. I had officially become an outcast, and I always felt like one. At school, I was bullied by a few of the older boys, while at home, my family treated me like a psychotic monster. They still do. My only safe space was the imaginary worlds I created in my head, and even then, I didn't feel so safe. There are days when I still don't. 

A volunteer showed up at my school. His name was Harry. Harry was the second crush. I was diving deep down, head first into disaster. After meeting Harry, I lost control, slipping fast.

I went to a swap meet with my grandmother to pick up a few items. I found a bear that I instantly fell in love with and purchased it, naming him Harry. I grabbed a sharp knife from the kitchen drawer—the shorter, the better. Testing it briefly against my skin, I stabbed the bear multiple times and spat, "Harry, you're going to die."

Later that week, my mom told me a story about a boy who died of swallowing staples and magnets, giving me an idea. Without wasting time, I grabbed some magnets off the wall and swallowed them with a plastic bag. 'Boom, you're dead.' 

The last straw for my family and school was when I overdosed for the first time. The experience was unlike anything I had ever felt before. I came to school with about half a bottle of Tylenol in my system, and when the teacher tried to make me stand up, I flopped over like I was practically dead. He should have taken me to the hospital right then, but instead, he yelled at me to stand up, so I got up again and went home with a dark secret brewing. 

The following day, I came to school, too. I passed out on my own, practically dead, prompting the school to call 911 urgently. 

I was put into placement at the school for three or four years until my insurance quit on me, and I was immediately released back to my family, where the drug abuse started again in secret. However, nobody noticed since I was mainly a straight-A student.
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The real reason behind my suicide attempt would probably confuse most people. There was no single, dramatic cause—no neat explanation I could point to. I searched for one anyway, replaying events over and over, trying to justify something that didn't follow logic. What I eventually understood was that it had very little to do with the men I fixated on, even though they were the ones who carried the aftermath with them.

School may have been out, but my life was still ruled by it—by school and by home. I was teased relentlessly for my weight and for talking too much. People treated it like entertainment, something to broadcast and laugh about. For them, it was a joke. For me, it settled deep inside and stayed there, quietly wearing me down. I skipped meals often—sometimes entire days—but it never seemed to matter. I was still considered "too much" of everything.

Home offered no refuge. Every mistake, every misstep, every perceived flaw was pointed out the moment I walked through the door. There was no place where I felt unobserved or unjudged.

Even teachers joined in. One of them, in particular, seemed to take pride in being cruel under the guise of humor. I remember how small it made me feel—how helpless. To numb that feeling, I turned to anything that promised relief, including pills and substances I didn't fully understand. They never helped. They only blurred the pain long enough for it to come back sharper.

After high school, the sense of loss was overwhelming. I felt like everyone had disappeared at once, leaving me behind. I went looking for connection—not because I was reckless, but because I was lonely. What started as something lighthearted turned dark quickly. My senior year marked the first time I genuinely believed I wanted to die. It was the closest I ever came.

Graduation should have been a turning point. I earned two degrees through dual enrollment, and technically, I had done everything right. But relief was the only emotion I could feel. Pride never showed up.

On graduation night, exhaustion followed me from ceremony to ceremony. I remember the moment I realized I had miscalculated my period—how I saw the stain on my white gown and felt humiliation crawl up my spine. I smiled anyway. I always smiled anyway.

Looking back, I don't know how I convinced myself I had no friends. I did. I just wasn't constantly talking to them. Somehow, that gap pushed me toward Instagram, toward a stranger I had no reason to trust. In hindsight, it feels reckless—but at the time, it felt necessary.

I was spiraling through a public figure's profile when I found a link to his photographer. Curiosity took over. I told myself someone there had to be interesting.

"Hi," I typed.

The response came almost immediately.

"Who are you?"

I introduced myself. I said I was just looking for someone to talk to. That I didn't have
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